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Were that alone thy glory, that thy name 

Is linked to Schiller's^ and that worthily 

Thou hast interpreted his gorgeous rnose^ — 

Deathless thou wert with mighty " Waixkrstkik.*' 

'Tis not for this — a link that lightly wrought 

In sport, and generous devotedness 

Thy teeming mind — I trace« with timid pen. 

Upon this page thy honor'd name. Were I 

A worthy spokesman of the gen'ral thought^ 

And to the multitudinous voice« which speaks 

Prophetic thy undyiiig fame« could give 

Fit echo; twould not he, this accident^ 

Of thy renown I would record, that thou 

Reflectest perfectly a gianVs mind: 

'l^would be, the bright creations thou hast sent 

Resplendent' irom tby brain with life and light — 

The glowing gifts of genius to the worlds 

To radiate beauty everlastingly.— 

'Tis not the wish to sound tby praise: — that were 

Unmeet in me^ as 'twere to thee — content 

With truth's and genius* inward recompence — 

Unwelcome. Thankfulness and love for what 

Thou 'st sung and taught^ would utter here-^where breathes 

Great SchUler's spirit, reverenc'd of thee — 

Their voice. 'Twill reach thy ear, o'er ocean's wave 

Afar, from 'mongst a mighty people sent. 

Whose richest heritage is Shakspeare's tongue. 

The Translator. 
BaUmore, April, 1834. 
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DON CARLOS. 



ACT L 

Hie Royal Garden at Aranjuez. 

SCENE I. 

Dan Carlos and Domingo. 

Doitt. Ths lovely season in Aranjnez 
Is now at end. I see,.yoar royal Highness 
Leaves it no happier. WeVe been^here in vain. 
Break this mysterious silence. Open to 
Your father, Prince, your heart Too dear the King 
Can never buy his son's, his one son's peace. — 

(Carlos remains silent.) 
Were there a wish that Heav'n doth yet refuse 
It's choicest child? — ^Within Toledo's walls, 
I saw the haughty Charles the homage take 
Of Princes, emulous to kiss his hand: 
In one obeisance six kingdoms lay 
Before his feet. I saw the young blood flush 
His cheek, — ^his bosom heave witli princely thoughts, — 
His glowing eye survey th' assembled throng. 
And beam delight:— «nd that eye. Prince, confest — 
I'm sated. (Carlos turns away,) 



8 DON CARLOS. [Act I. 

This becalmed and solemn grief 
Which for eight moons we read in Charles' looks — 
The Spanish court's perplexity, the realm's 
Solicitude, has cost the King, your father. 
Many an anxious night, and tears your mother. 

Car. ( Turning suddenly round.) 
Mother! oh! heaven grant that I may him 
Forgive who made her mother to me. 

DoM. Prince! 

Car. (Recovers himself: then wUh calmness.) 
Most rev'rend sir, I've ill luck with my mothers. 
My life's first deed, as I beheld the light— ^ 
It was a mother's death. 

DoM. Is 't pos'ble Prince, 

That this reproach doth press upon your conscience? 

Car. And my new mother:^ — ^has she not already ' 
Cost me my father's love? He scarce did ever 
Love me. My single merit was — ^to be 
His (5nly child. She gave to him a daughter. 
Oh! who can iell, what in futurity 
Lies hid? 

DoM. You mock me. Prince. All Spain adores 
Its Queen. Shall you behold her but with eyes 
Of hate? And in her presence entertain . 
Only cold calculation? How, my Prince? 
The fairest woman of this earth, and Queen — 
And your betrothed once? Impos'ble, Prince! 
Never! 'Tis not to be believed that Charles 
Alone cati hate mid universal love: 
He cannot be so foreign to himself. 
Take care that she do never learn how much 
Sh' offends her son. 'Twould pain her. 



Scene I.] DON CARLOS. 9 

Cab. Think you so? 

DoM. Tour Highncsa recoUects the tonmament 
At Saragossa, where a splinter'd lance 
Did graze the King. Up in the palace seats 
Surrounded Bj^her ladies, sat the Qiieen, 
And looked upon the fight Sudden there rose 
A cry — ^e King is wounded" — terror spreads 
Around. A hollow murmur reached the Queen. 
^The Prince?" she cries, and from the halustrade 
Will headlong throw herself down. ^No, the King," 
She!s answered. "Ijet a surgeon then be calPd," 
She said, recovVing from her fright. {Jifter a pause.) 

My Prince, 
You're mergM in thought 

Car. Pm thinking, Sir, how skilPd 

The King's confessor is in little tales. 

( With an earnest and severe manner, y 
Bearers of tales, and spies, Pve heard, have done 
More evil in the world than ever did 
Poison or murd'rer's steel. You might have spared 
Yourself the pains. Sir. If you wait for thanks. 
Go to the King. 

DoM. 'Tis well of you, my Prince, 

Thus to take heed of men — ^but with discernment. 
With the dissembler, push not back the friend. 
I mean you well. 

Car. Beware you that my father 

Note it not Else you'll miss the cardinalate. 

DoM. (Starting.) 
How? 

Car. Have you not his word that you shall wear 
The earliest purple Spain shall have to give? 
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10 DON CARLOS; [Act I. 

DoM. Prince, you jest. 

Car. God forbid, that I should jest 

With him who holds the dreaded power to save 
Or damn the King. 

DoM. I will not, Prince, presume 

The honor'd secret of your grief to learn. 
Only permit me to remind your Highness, 
That in the church the troubled conscience has 
A sanctuary, barr'd to kings, wherein. 
Under the seal of holy sacrament. 
Crimes even are removed: — you understand. 
Prince. 

Car. No^-^I would not for the world thus tempt 
The keeper of the seal. 

DoM. Mistake not. Prince, 

Your truest servant. This distrust — 

Car. 'Twere better 

You gave me up. You are a holy man. 
As the world knows. In truth, l^owever, you're 
Already overloaded. Rev'rend father. 
The way is long that you must go, to reach 
St. Peter's chair. You should not know too mudi-^ 
Lest you be burden'd. — ^Tell that to the King, 
Who sent you hither. 

DoM. Sent me hither?T- 

Car. Tes. 

Too well, too well I know, that I am here 
Betray'd. I know, an himdred eyes are hired 
To watch me — ^know, the King has sold his son 
Unto the basest of his slaves: and ev'ry word 
Caught up from me, is princelier paid, than ever, 
By Philip's hand a virtuous action was:-^ 
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Scene n.] 1K)N CARLOS. 11 

I — but no more. My heart will overflow, 
And I've already said too much. 

DoM. The King 

Intends to reach Madrid to-night. The court 
Is now preparing to depart I crave 
Your ro3ral Highness' leave. 

Car. 'TIS weU-^PU follow. {Emt Domingo.) 

(After a pause.) 
Oh! miserable Philip! miserable, 
As is thy son! E'en now I see thy heart 
Bleed with the poison'd bite of jealousy. 
Thy inauspicious penetration hastes 
The dread disclosure, and 'twill drive thee mad 
When thou hast made it 



SCENE II. 

Carlos. Marquis Posa. 

Car. Who comes? What see I? O! my Roderick! 

PosA. My Charles! 

Car. Is't true? Is't pos'ble? Is it thou? 

O! yes, 'tis thou! I pifess thee to my heart 
And feel thine beat against me. Now i» all 
Well again. This embrace cures my sick heart. 
I dasp my Roderick. 

PosA. Your sick-Hiick heart? 

And what is well again? What is't that needed 
To become well? You speak what puizles me. 

Car. And what brings thee so unexpected back 
From Brussels? Whom am I to thank for this 
Surprise? Whom? Why ask I? Forgive my joy's 



12 DON CAKLOS. [Act I. 

Bewilderment, hi^h Providence, this blasi^hemy! 
Whom else but thee, all bountiful? Thou knew'st 
That Charles was friendless — ^thou hast sent 
To him this angel. 

PosA. Pardon, dearest Prince, 

That I return this stormy extacy, 
But with amasement. T'was not thus, I thought 
To find Don Philip's son. On your pale cheek 
Glows an unnatural red, and feverish 
Tremble your lips. What am I to believe, 
Prince? This is not the lion-hearted youth 
To whom a tyrant-trampled land has sent me. 
For now, I stand not here as Roderick; 
Not as the playmate of the school-boy Charles. 
From all mankind an envoy, I embrace thee: 
It is the Flemish Provinces, that here 
Upon your bosom weep, and solemnly 
Conjure you — save them. Ruin sweeps the land 
If Alba — ^Bigotry's dire demon, march 
With Spanish orders to the gates of Brussels. 
Upon imperial Charles's grandson rests 
This noble people's hope. If his great heart 
Beats for humanity no more — ^it fdls. 

Car. It falls. 

PosA. Alas' what hear I? 

Car. Thou dost speak 

Of times gone by. I too. once of a Charles 
Did dream, whose blood rushed hotly to his cheek 
At freedom's name: but he is long since dead. 
He you now look on, is no more that Charles, 
Who did take leave of thee in Alcala, 
Who in a sweet intoxication bold, 



Scene II.] DON CARLOS. IS 

Aspired to re-create a golden age 

In Spain. It was a childish thought— 4)nt O! 

How beautiful! These dreams are past away. 

PosA. Dreams! Were they then but dreams? 

Car. O! let me weep — 

Upon thy bosom weep warm tears, my fnend, 
My only friend. I have none else — ^none else: 
On this wide earth — ^none else, as fiur as sways 
My father's sceptre: far as bear the winds 
Our flag, there is no spot — ^no none, where I 
Can pour the tears off from my loaded heart-* 
No none, but this. O! Roderick, by all 
That thou and I do one day hope in heaT'n, 
Bo not repel me from this spot. 

{Posa bends over him in speechless emotion.) 

Persuade 
Yourself, I am an orphan child, whom thou 
At the throne's feet, by pity moved, pick'dst up. 
I do not know what father is — I am 
Son to a king. O! if my heart tells true — 
If thou of millions art the only one 
To understand me--^if it be a truth 
That plastic nature reproduced in Charles 
Her Roderick, and in our life's soft mom 
Attuned the tender chords of our young souls-— 
If but a tear which gives relief to me. 
To thee is dearer than my father's smile — 

PosA. Dearer than all the world. 

Car. So low I'm fall'n,— 

Become so poor, that of our childish days 
I must remind you — must beseech you, pay 
The long forgotten debts, in sailor's clothes 
2 



44 DON CARLOS. [Act L 

You made, when you and J, wild-natured boys, 

Grew up so brotherly together, and I 

Had not another grief than to behold 

How much thy genius overshadowed me — 

And I at last resolved with my whole heart 

To love, although I could not equal thee. 

Then with « thousand little acts and words 

Of brotherly affection, did I seek 

To win thy heart: — thou proudly met my warmtli 

With coldness. Oft — ^but that thou didst not see — 

Warm, heavy tear-drops, hung upon my eyes 

When thou hast past me by, and taken in 

Thy arms caressingly the common boys. 

Why only these? would I cry out to thee 

Complainingly. Do I not love thee too? 

But thou would'st cold and grave before me kneel: 

That — ^thou would'st say — ^was due to the King's son* 

PosA. O! of these childish stories say no more, 
My Prince. E'en now they make me blush for shame. 

Car. I did not merit it of thee. Thou did'st disdain — 
Wound me — but could'st not keep me from thy side. 
Three times thou puttest back from thee the Prince — 
Thrice he returned as suitor of thy love. 
And urgently to press upon thee his. 
Accident did what Carlos could not do. 
One day it happen'd, that thy shuttlecock. 
As we were playing, flew into the eye 
Of the Bohemian Queen, my aunt. She thought 
It had been done designedly, and made 
Complaint, with tearful visage, to the King. 
The youthful inmates of the palace all 
Were summoned, that the guilty one be named. 



Scene IL] DON CARLOS. 15 

The King does swear, he will inflict on him — 
And were he his own child — who was the doer ' 
Of the malicious deed — ^harsh punishment. 
I saw thee tremhling at a distance stand — 
And I stept forth and threw me at the feet 
Of the King. I — I did it, cried I out: 
Wreak on thy son thy vengeance. 

PosA. O? my Prince! 

Of what do you remind me! 

Car. It was done. 

In presence of the court, that stood around 
Compassionate, it was, as on a slave, 
FulfilPd upon thy* Charles. I looked toward thee 
And did not weep. The pain did gnash my teeth: 
I did not weep. My royal blood did flow 
Dishonored, under the unpitying stripe^ : 
I looked toward thee, and did not weep. Thou earnest: 
Loud weeping sankst thou at my feet. Yes! Yes! 
Thou cried'st; my pride is conquered. I will pay 
When thou art King. 

PosA. ( Gioes kirn Ms hand.) 

I will, my Charles. The vow 
I made as child, I now renew — as man. 
I will repay thee. My turn too may come. 

Car. Now, now— delay not. Now 'tis come. The 
time 
Is here already to fulfil thy vow. 
I want thy love. A dreadful secret bums 
Within my breast It shall — it shall come out. 
In thy pale looks I read my death-decree, 
listen — stare horror-struck — ^but answer not. — 
I love my mother. 



16 DON CARLOS. • [Act I. 

' PosA. Heav'n! 

Car. No — I will not 

That you thus spare me. Speak it out, and say, 
That on this earth's entire rotundity, 
There is no wretchedness that equals mine. 
Speak. Yet, what you can say, I may foreknow. 
The son does love his mother. Nature's law. 
Custom, and Rome's decree, do all denounce 
This passion. Fearfully my inclination 
Clashes against my father's rights. I feel it — 
And yet, I love. This way doth lead to frenzy — 
Or to the scaffold. Hopelessly I love— ' 
Sinfully — agonized — in deadly fear — . 
All this I see — and yet — and yet, I love. 
PosA. Does the Qiieen know of it? 
Car. Could I disclose 

It to her? She is Philip's wife, and Q^een, 

And tliiis is Spanish ground. Forever watch'd 

By jealousy, and circummured by forms 

Of etiquette, could I unwitnessed 

Approach her? Since my father, eight months back 

Called me from college, torture I endure. 

Condemned to see her daily,. and to be 

As silent as the grave. Eight anxious months 

My Roderick, within my bosom rages 

This iu-e. A thousand times the dread confession 

Has mountedKto my lips, and cowardly 

Sunk to my heart again. O! Roderick—- 

With her alone but for a moment. Then — 
PosA. Ah! and your father. Prince — 
Car. Unfortunate! 

Wherefore of him remind me? Speak to me 
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Of all remorse's horrors: of my father 
Speak to me not 

PosA. You hate your father? 

Car. No! 

O! no. I hate my father not But dread, 
And guilty fear do shake me at the sound 
Of that appalling name. Am I to blame, 
Because a slavish education crushed 
In my young heart the tender seeds of love? 
Six years Pd livM, when first I lookM upon 
The dreaded one, they told me was my father. 
It was one morning when he had just signed 
Together four death-warrants. After this 
I saw him only then, when I was called 
To be chastised for fietults. O! God! I feel 
Here rancor in my breast— away, away, 
Bitter remembrance. 

PosA. No, Prince. Open now 

Your heart The heart unloads itself in words. 

Car. Oft have I wrestled with myself— yes oft 
At midnight, when my guards have slept, have I 
Prostrated me with burning tears before 
The image of the Virgin, supplicant 
Of filial love— but risen up unheard. 
O! Roderick! Unveil this mystery 
Of Providence. Why of a thousand fathers 
Just this particulai* one to me? And why 
To him this son, of thousand better sons? 
Two more irreconcil'ble opposites 
Are not in nature's whole circumference. 
How could she bind together by a tie 
So holy, him and me—the two extremes 
2* 



18 DON CARLOS. [Act I. 

Of human kind? O! dreadful destiny! 
Why was it destiny? Why meet two men 
On one desire in fearful unison, 
Eternally apart in all things else? 
Here, Roderick, thou seest two hostile stars, 
That in the endless sweep of ages strike, 
In adverse paths careering, only once 
For mutual ruin — ^then forever fly 
Asunder. 

PosA. Bodings of an evil hour 
Oppress my heart. 

Car. And mine too. Hideous dreams 

Haunt me like furies from the pits of hell. 
Doubtfully strives 'gainst dark imaginings 
My virtuous spirit. Through mazy sophistries 
My sharpened reason subtly winds, until 
It starts recoiling from the yawning brink 
Of an abyss. O! Roderick; if e'er 
I should forget the father: — Roderick, 
I see your blanched look has understood me — 
If e'er I should forget in him the father — 
What were to me the King? 

PosA. {After a Pause,) 

I have a boon 
To ask my Charles. Whatever you may do, 
Promise that you will nothing undertake 
Without your friend. This promise will you give me^ 

Car. All, all that thy affection may command. 
I give myself entirely up to thee. 

PosA. 'TIS said, the King to-day returns to town. 
The time is short. If you desire to speak 
In private with the Queen, it can be done 
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In no place else but in Aranjuez. 

The quiet of the spot, — the unbent forms 

Of ceremony in the country, favor — 

Car. That was my hope, too; but alas! 'twas vain. 

PosA. Not wholly. I go now to wait on her. 
If she in Spain still is what formerly 
She was at Henry's court, I'm sure to find 
Sincerity. If in her looks I read 
Encouragement; if I do find her mood 
Propitious to this interview; and that 
Her ladies can be drawn away — 

Car. The most 

Of them are friendly to me— especially 
Pve gained the lady Mondecar, whose son 
Serves me as Page. 

PosA. So much the better. Then 

Be near. Prince, to come forward at my signal. 

Car. I will — I will. So haste you. 

PosA. I will lose 

No time. We'll meet then soon again. 

( They go off at different sides.) 



SCENE HI. 

The residence of the Queen at Aranjuez, A simple 
landscape^ intersected by an avenue^ and hounded by 
the (^ueen^s Palace, 

The QuEEN.^ The Duchess o/Olivarez. The Princess 
of Eboli. The Marchioness of Mondecar advance 
up the avenue. 

Queen. ( To the Marchioness,) 
You will I have about me, Mondecar. ' ^ 



20 DON CARLOS. [Act I. 

The laughing eyes of Princess Eboli 

Hare vexed me this whole morning. See her How — 

So glad is she to take leave of the cotintry^ 

She scarce can hide her joy. 

Eboli. I'll 'not deny 

My Qjueen, that I shall see again Madrid 
With great delight 

MoN. And not your Majesty? 

Unwilling part you from Aranjuez? 

Queen. At the least— from this lovely region. Here 
I feel at home. This little spot I Ve chose 
To he my favorite. Here rural nature, 
My young years' hosom friend, greets me with smiles. 
My childhood's games are here to me replayed; 
And here my France's breezes blow on me. 
This is no fault to reprehend. Our hearts 
Attract us all towards our father^land. 

Eboli. And yet, how lonely, still, and melancholy 
'TIS here! One thinks one's self within La Trappe. 

Queen. Rather the contrary. I find it still 
But in Madrid. What says our Duchess to it? 

Oliv. I 'm of opinion, please your Majesty, 
The custom is, alternately to spend 
The months of summer here and at the Pardo, 
And in Madrid the winter, ever since 
There have been kings in Spain. 

Queen. You well know that, 

My Duchess: Pve renounced contending with you. 

MoN. And then Madrid is soon to be so gay. 
Already the arrangements are commenced 
Upon the Plaza Major, for a bull-fight. 
We 're promised too an auto-da^e. 
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Queen. Promised! 

Hear I this from the gende Mondecar? 

MoN. Why not? It's only heretics will bum.. 

Queen. I hope my Eboli thinks otherwise. 

Eboli. I? I beseech your Majesty, believe 
Me no worse Christian than the Marchioness. 

Queen. Alas! I think not where I am. — ^It was, 
Was H not, the country we were speaking of? 
Most rapidly it seems to me this month 
Has passed. I promised to myself much pleasure, 
Very much, from this visit. But my hope 
Is disappointed. Is it always thus 

4 

With hopes? And yet I cannot name the wish 
That has miscarried. 

Oliv. Princess Eboli, 

Tou have not told us whether Gomez may 
Indulge in hope? and whether we may soon 
Salute you his betrothed. 

Queen. True: Pmglad, 

Duchess, you have of this reminded me. 

( To the Princess.) 
I have been asked to intercede with you. 
• But that I cannot do. The man whom I 
Shall with my Eboli remunerate 
Must be a man of worth. 

Oliv. Your Majesty, 

And such he is — a man of thorough worth-— 
A man, our gracious king has publicly 
With royal favor honored. 

Queen. That, no doubt, 

Will make him very happy. But what I wish 
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aa DON CARLOS. [Act I. 

To know is, whether he can love — and be 
Beloved. I ask this, Eboli, of you. 

Eboli. ( Stands sUent and confused, with her eyes fixed 
on the ground. At last she throws herself at the feet of 
the Queen.) 

Take pity on me, noble Queen; and let 
Me not — ^foT heaven's sake — O! let me not 
Be sacrificed. 

Queen. Be sacrificed? Enough. 
Rise. To be sacrificed is a hard lot , 

I doubt it not. Rise up. Is H long since you 
Refused the Count? 

Eboli. (Rising,) 

O! many, many months. 
Prince Charles was still at college. 

Queen. ( Starts^ and looks at her with searching eyes,) 

Have you probed 
Your h^rt wdl, for the grounds of yoiv refusal? 

Eboli. It never can take place, my Queen. There are 
A thousand reasons why it never can. 

Queen. ( With much earnestness,) 
More than one is too many. 'T is enough, 
You cannot love him. — Nothing more of this. 

( To the other ladies,) 
1 have not seen ih' Infanta yet to-day. 
Marchioness^ bring her to me. ' 

Oliv. (Looks at her watch,) 

'TIS not yet 
The hour, your Majesty — 

Queen. Not yet the hour 

I may be mother. That is hard indeed. 
Forget not to inform me when it comes. 
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(*A page enters and whispers to the Duchess of Olivares 
who thereupon turns to the Queen.) 

Oliv. Your Majesty, the Marqms Posa. — 

Queen. Posa? 

Oliv. He eomes from France, and fr9m the Nether- 
lands, 1 

And of your majesty solicits leave 
To be pennitted to deliver letters 
From the Queen Regent. 

Queen. And is that allowed? 

Oliv. (Doufitifigly,) 
In my instructions the particular case 
Is no where specified, of a Grandee 
Of Castile coming to deliver letters. 
Brought from a foreign court, unto the Queen 
Of Spain while in her garden avenue. 

Queen. Then will I venture it at my own risk. 

Oliv. I crave your Majesty's leave to retire 
The while. 

Queen. In that, be guided by your will. 



SCENE rv. 

Hie Queen. Princess Eboli. Marchioness of Mon- 
DECAR, and Marquis Posa. 

Queen. I bid you welcome, Chevalier, to Spain. 

Posa. Which never yet with such just pride as now 
I called my country. 

Queen. (To the two ladies,) 

This is Marquis Posa, 
Who, at the knightly tournament at Rheims, 



I 
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Did with my &dier break a lance, and bore 
My color thrice triumphant: of his land 
The first who made me feel the fiune, to be 
The Spanianb' Qaeen. 

(Thtrrdttg to Marqids Pata.) 

When in the Louvre we 
Last did meet, Chevalier, you litde dreamt 
That you would ever be my guest in Spain. 

PosA. No, great Qjaeen: for I dreamt not then that 
France 
Would ever give to us the only thing 
We envied her. 

Queen. Proud Spaniard! Only thing? 

That to a daughter of the house of Valois? 

PosA. Now may I say it to your Majesty — 
For now you're ours. 

Queen. I hear, you came through France. 

What from my honored mother and my brothers 
Bring you to me? 

PosA. ( Gives her the letters.) 

The Queen, your mother — ^found 
I ill — divorced from every other joy 
Of the world, but to know her royal daughter 
Is happy on the Spanish throne. 

Queen. Can she 

Be otherwise, as long as recollection 
Of such dear relatives is warm? As long 
As sweet remembrance— You, Chevalier, 
' Have, on your travels, been to many courts; 
Seen many lands, and many nations' customs. 
And now, 'tis said, you purpose to retire 
And live secluded in your native land? 
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A greater Prince within your quiet walls 
Than Philip on the throne — a freeman — a 
Philosopher. I doubt much that Madrid 
Will suit you. 'Tis so— quiet in Madrid. 

PosA. And that is more than all the rest of Europe 
Can now rejoice in. 

Queen. So I hear. I note 

Not the commotions of the world, for thinking 
On the past. 

( To Princess Eholi.) 
Princess Eboli, I see 
Yonder a Hyacinth in bloom. Go bring 
It to me. 

( The Princess goes for the flower. The Queen speaks 
in a lower tone to Marquis Posa.) 
Chevalier, I much mistake, 
Or your arrival here, has made at court 
One happy man. 

PosA. I found a sad one — whom 

In this world nothing — 

( The Princess returns with the flower.) 
Eboli. As the Chevalier 

Has seen so many countries, doubtless, he 
Has much to tell us that is note-worthy. 

PosA. Of a truth: and to seek adventures is 
Confessedly, the duty of a Knight — 
The holiest of all, to guard the fair. 

MoN. From giants! But there are no giants now. 
Posa. Power is ever to the weak, a giant. 
Queen. The Chevalier is right. There are still 
giants — 
Though knights, no more. 
3 
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PosA. It was but late, as I 

Returned from Naples, I was Witness to 
A touching incident, the which was made 
My own through friendship's sacred requitsitions. 
Did I not fear to tire your Majesty 
With the relation — 

Queen. Have I any choice? 

The Princess here will not permit you now 
To balk her curiosity. Begin. 
I too take pleasure in a moving tale. 

PosA. Two noble houses in Mirandola, 
Weary of jealousy and mutual hate, 
Inherited for centuries from Guelphs 
And Gibbellines, determined to unite. 
By the soft ties of love, in lasting peace. 
Fernando, mighty Pietro's sister's son. 
And the divine Matilda, daughter of 
Colonna, chosen were to seal this union's 
Bond. Nature never formed for one another 
Two lovelier hearts: and never did the world 
Pronounce a choice so fortunate. As yet, 
Fernando had adored his dear betrothed 
But in the painter's image. How entranced 
He was to find in it e'en more than love's 
Inflamed imaginings had dared to hope. 
In Padua, where his studies held him chain'd. 
Did he await the joyful moment, when 
He was to be allowed to falter out 
Love's first allegiance at Matilda's feet. 

(The Queen becomes more attentive. The Marquisy 
after a short pause^ continues the narration^ addressing 
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himself^ as far as the presence of the Queen will permit^ 

to the Princess EbolL) 

Meanwhile hifi consort^st death sets free the hand 

Of Pietro. With the ardor of a youth 

The grey-haired man devonra the rumor's tsound 

Which spread afar Matilda's fame. . He comes — 

He sees — ^he loves. The new emotion smothers 

The softer voice of nature in his hreast. 

The uncle woos die nephew's promised hride. 

And at the altar consecrates his theft. 

Queen. And what resolves Fernando? 

PosA. On the wings 

Of love, unconscious of the dreadful change, 
He hastes, elated, to Mirandola. 
By staivl^ht reaches his swift steed the gates. — 
A bacchanalian sound of dance and song 
From the illuminated palace walls 
Strikes loudly on his ear. He mounts the steps 
Trembling, — and finds himself unknown within 
The noisy wedding-hall, where, in the midst 
Of the gay company, sat Pietro, and 
An angel at his side-— an angel, whom 
Fernando knows— who never m his dreams 
Had seem'd to him so beautiful. One look 
Discloses what he had possessed — «nd what 
He has forever lost. 

Eboli. Unfortunate 

Fernando! 

QjUEEN. Is the story at an end, 
Chevalier? — ^Yes, it must be at an end. 

PosA. No, not entirely. 
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Queen. Did you say to us 

Fernando was your friend? 

PosA. I have none dearer. 

Eboli. Do go on with the story, Chevalier. 

PosA. It becomes very sad. — ^The recollection 
Renews my sorrow. Ask me not to end it — 

(^Jt general silence,) 

Queen. ( Turns to Princess Eboli,) 
'Twill surely now be granted me t' embrace 
My daughter. Princess, bring her. 

( 2%e Princess goes <mt. The Marquis makes a sign 
to a pagCj who shows himself for a moment in the back- 
ground. The Q^een breaks open the letters which the 
Marquis had given her^ and seems surprised. In the mean- 
time the Marquis speaks aside earnestly to the Marchioness 
of Mondecar. — The Queen having finished reading the 
letters^ turns to the Marquis with a searching look.) 

You have said 
Naught of Matilda. She, perhaps, knows not 
How much Fernando feels. 

PosA. ' Matilda's heart 

No one as yet has fathomed. But the deep 
Do suffer silently. 

Queen. You look around. — 

Whom seek your eyes? 

PosA. I'm thinking how rejoic'd 

One whom I dare not name would be were he 
In my place. 

Queen. Whose fault is it, that he's not? 

PosA. ( With anin^ation.) 
Hdw? May I be so bold, and construe this 
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As I wish? Would he find forgiveness if 

He now appeared? 

Queen. {Alarmed,) 

Now, Marquis? Now? What mean 

you? 

PosA. Might he hope? — Might he? 

Queen. ( With increase confusion.) 

You alarm me, Marquis — 
He will not — 

PosA. Here he is. 



SCENE V. 

The Queen. Carlos. 

{Marquis Posa and the Marchioness of Mondecar retire 

to the hack-ground.) 

Carlos. ( Throwing himself at the feet of the Queen,) 
At last 'tis come, the moment!-— Oiarles dare touch 
This dear haiid! 

Queen. What a step! how culpable 

And rash is this surprise! We are observed. 
Rise up. My suite is near. 

Carlos. Pll not rise up. 

Here will I kneel forever. On this spot, 
Enchanted, rooted,— here will I remain. 

Queen. Madman! Does my indulgence give to you 
This confidence? How? Know you that it is 
Your Queen — ^your mother — ^unto whom you speak 
This daring language? Know you not, that I 
Myself of this surprise, the King — 

.3* 5<=V 
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Car. And I 

Must die! Hence let them tear me to the scaffold. 
Death will not be too dear a price to pay 
For such a moment. , 

Queen. And your Queen? 

Car. (Bises.) O! God!— 

I go. Yes, I will leave you. — Must I not 
When you thus ask it. Mother! Mother! O! 
How fearful is your power over me! 
A sign, — a look, — a sound from out your mouth 
Is a command, to be or not to be. 
What wish you more? — What is there on the earth 
That I'll not haste to sacrifice, if you 
Desire it? 

Queen. Fly! 

Car. O! Heaven! 

Queen. This is all 

1 do with tears conjure you, Carlos. Fly! — 
E'er my attendants— e'er my keepers come, 
And finding you and me together, bring 
The mighty tidings to your father's ears. 

Car. I wait my fortune — be it life or death. 
What! have I hoarded hope thus long for this 
Unwitness'd moment, but to be the dupe 
Of false alarms? No, Queen. An hundred — aye, 
A thousand times the earth may circiunvolve 
It's pole, e'er chance again thus favor me. 

Queen. That shall it not, in all qternity. 
Mis'rable man, what is't you wish of me? 

Car. O! Queen — ^that I have struggled, as ne'er yet 
A mortal struggled, heav'n is witness. All 
In vain. My strength is conquered. I succumb. 

Queen. Say no more-^for my peace's sake — no more. 
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Car. You were mine. In the presence of the world 
Adjudged to me by two great thrones. The deed 
By heav'n and nature's law was ratified. 
And Philip, robbed me of you. 

Queen. He's your father. 

Car. Your husband. 

Queen. Who, as your inheritance, 

Gives you the richest kingdom of the world. 

Car. And you as mother — 

Queen. Heav'nly powers! You rave. 

Car. And knows he even, how rich he is? Has he 
A heart to value yours.? — I'll not complain: 
No, — I'll forget how inexpres'bly happy 
I would have been with you — if he is so. 
But he is not: — ^that is hell's torment to me. 
He is not so— and he will never be. 
Thou took'st from me my heaven, only to 
Annihilate it in King Philip's arms. 

Quj^EN. Horrible liiought! 

Car. I know, who made this match. 

I know how Philip loves, and how he wooed. 
What are you in this kingdom? Tell me. Queen? 
You are not Queen. For how could Alba slay, 
If you did have a Queen's authority? 
Or how could Flanders bleed for her belief? 
Or, are you Philip's wife? Impossible! 
I cannot credit it. A wife possesses 
Her husband's heart* — ^To whom does his belong? 
And deems he not each blandishment, that in 
A fev'rish moment 'scapes from him, a breach 
Of dignity unseemly in his age 
A'nd crown. 
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QjCJEEN. Who told you that at Philip's side 
My lot is pitiable? 

Car. My heart, which feels 

So fervently how enviable 'twere at mine. 

Q,uEEN. Vain man! If mt heart tells me the reverse? 
And if the King's respectful tenderness, 
And the unuttered tokens of his love, 
Move me more deeply than his haughty son's 
Bold eloquence? And if the calm esteem 
Of tempered age— 

Car. O then-— Yes, then, I crave 

Forgiveness. I was not aware of that 
In truth, I knew not that you love the King. 

Queen. To honor him, is my delight and wish. 

Car. You never loved? 

Queen. Extraordinary question! 

Car, You never loved? 

Queen. I love no more. 

Car. Because 

Your heart forbids it— or because your oath? 

Queen. I pray, that you will leave me, Prince — and 
come 
No more to such an interview. 

Car. Because 

Your oath forbids it — or because your heart? 

Queen. Because my duty: — ^Wretched man, where- 
fore 
This sad analysis of fate, which both 
You and I must obey? 

Car. Must? Must obey? 

Queen. What means this solemn tone? 

Car. It means that Charles 
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Will not consent to must where he can will — 

Will not consent to be the wretchedest 

Of this whole empire, when 'twill only cost him 

The overthrowing of the laws, to be 

The happiest. 

QuEEx. Do I understand you? Dare 
You still to hope when all — ^yes all is lost. 

Car. I give up nothing but the dead as lost. 

Queen. For me — ^for me, your mother, hope you still? 
{She fixes his eyes on him with a penetrating look — then 

with dignity and earnestness.) 
Why not? — rThe new created King can do 
Much more than this. He can destroy with fire 
The ordinances of his predecessor: — 
He can cast down his statues: — even can 
(Who hinders him) drag from its resting-place 
Within th' Escurial, the dead King's corpse, 
And scatter to the winds its desecrated dust: — 
And at last, worthily to crown his work 

Car. For God's sake, speak it not! 

Queen. At last he can 

Marry his mother. 

Car. O! accursed son! 

{He remains for a moment silent and motionless.) 
Yes — ^it is spoken — ^it is spoken. Now 
Is palpablet and clear what should forever. 
Forever have remained obscure. To me 
You are lost — ^lost — forever lost. The die 
Is cast now. You are lost to me. A hell 
Is in this thought: — a hell is in the other. 
Wo! Wo! — I cannot compass it. My brain 
Will crack. 
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QcjEEN. Your misery, dear Charley I feel. 
I feel th' unutterable agony 
That rends your bosom. Infinite as is 
Your love, is too your grief. And infinite 
As it, the fame to conquer it. Achieve 
This fame, young hero. Worthy of the strong 
And lofty wrestler is the prize— of him. 
Through whose young veins does flow the virtue Qf 
So many kingly ancestors. Take heart, 
Great Prince. The mighty Charles's grandson starts 
In contest fresh with,strength, where others' sons 
Despairing end. 

Car. O! God! It is too late. 

Queen. To be a man? How great our virtue grows, 
Oh Charles! when in its practise breaks our heart! 
High were you placed by Providence, Prince— higher 
Than millions of your brothers. Partially 
It gave its darling what it took from them. 
Deserved you, yet within your mother's womb, 
To be more valued than we bther mortals? 
Up! Vindicate the equity of heaven! 
Make good your right to stand above the world, 
And sacrifice what none yet sacrificed. 

Car. That can I do. To gain you, I can wield 
A giant's strength: — ^to lose you, I have none. 

Queen. Confesf it Charles — 'tis wilfulness, ami pride, 
And bitterness, that madly thus impel 
Your wishes tow'rds me. Love, the heart, which you 
So prodigally offer me, belong 
To the great empire you will one day rule. 
You waste your ward's confided property. 
Your great vocation — ^it is love. Till now 
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/This love has been misplaced. Bestow it on — 
Bestow it on, your future kingdom, and, 
Instead of piercing pangs of conscience, feel 
The luxury to be a God. 
Your first love was Elizabeth. Be Spain 
Your second. Oh! how willingly will I 
Yield to the fitter mistress. 

Car. ( Throm9 himself at her feet^ overpotoered by 
emotion,) 

Oh! how great 
You are, you heav'nly one! — ^Yes, all that you 
Desire, I'll do. — So be it. 

(He rises,) 

Here I swear— 
I swear to you eternal — no, oh! heaven! 
Eternal silence only — ^not, no not 
Forgetfulness. 

Queen. How could I ask of Charles 

What I myself will not consent to give. 

PosA. (Rushes in from the avenue.) 
The King! 

Queen. O! heav'n! 

PosA. Away, Prince, from this spot, 

Away! 

Queen. His jealousy is dreadful. Should 
He see you — 

Car. I remain. 

Queen. And who will be 

The sacrifice? 

Car. (Pulls the Marquis by the arm.) 
Away! Come, Roderick. 

(He goes and returns again,) 
What may I take with me? j 
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Queen. The friendship of 

Your mother. 

Car. Friendship! Mother? 

Queen. And these tears 

From Flanders. 

( iSi^ gives him several letters. Carlos and Marquis 
Posa go out. The Q^een looks anxiously around for her 
attendants^ who are no where visible. As she is about to 
retire^ the King appears.) 



SCENE VI. 

King. Queen. Duke of Alba. Count Lerma. Do- 
mingo. Several Ladies and Grandees^ who remain 
at a distance. 

King. (Looks round with an expression of astonish- 
ment^ and continues silent for some time.) 
Alone thus. Madam? And not even one 
Of your attendants near? Where are your ladies? 

Queen. My gracious husband — 

King. Why alone? 

( To the Grandees.) Of this 

Unpardonable negligence, I shall 
Require a strict account. Who is the Queen's 
Chief officer? Whose turn is it to-day 
To be in waiting? 

Queen. Be not angerM thus. 

My husband. I myself; I am to blame. 
At my command the Princess Eboli 
Withdrew. 

King. At your command? 
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Q,U££N. To bring to me ' 

Th' Infanta. 

King. Therefore you dismbsed your suite? 
But this excuses only one— the first. 
Who was the second lady? 

MoN. ( Who in the meantime has returned and joined 
the other ladies^ comes fortoard.) 

Sire, I feel 
That I am guilty— 

King. Wherefore you have leave 

To spend ten y^ars out of Ma/drid to think 
Thereon. 

( The Marchioness steps back weeping. General silence. 
All present look with concern towards the Queen.) 

Queen. Whom weep you^ Marchioness? 

( To the King.) 

Have I, 
My gracious husband, err'd; this empire's crown, — 
Which I ne'er graspt at^ — should, at least, guard me 
From insult. Is there in this realm a law, 
Of power to summon to the judgment seat 
The daughter of a King? Are Spanish women 
Watched only by constraint? Are witnesses 
A shield more strong than their own innocence? — 
And pardon me, my husband: — I am not 
Accustomed to dismiss from me in tears 
Those who have served with joy. — ^My Mondecar, 
( She takes off her girdle and gives U to the Marchioness.) 
The King have you offended — and not me. 
Therefore as a memorial of my love 
And of this hour, tiike this. Depart from Spain; 
For only here have you been guilty. In 
4 
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My France such tears will be by kindness dried. 
Oh! must I ever be reminded thus! 

( She leans on the Marchioness and covers her faceS) 
In my dear France 'twas otherwise indeed. 

King. ( With some emotion,) 
Can a reproach that issued from my love 
Fain you-na word which anxious tenderness 
Brought to my lips? 

(He turns to the Grandees.) 

Here stand the vassals of 
My throne. Did ever sleep sink on my lids 
That I did not at each day's close revolve 
In thought my farthest people's welfare? And . 
Shall my solicitude be greater for 
My throne than for the partner of my heart? 
For my realm my good sword can answer, and 
Duke Alba: but, for my wife's love, this eye 
Alone. 

Queen. If I, my gracious husband, have 
Offended you — 

King. I'm called the richest man 

In all the christened world. The sun sets not 
In my dominions. Thisj another has 
Possest before — and others will possess 
Yet after me. That is my own. What is 
The King's, belongs to chance — ^Elizabeth 
To Philip. Here it is that I am mortal. 

Queen. You fear, Sire? 

King. Have I cause in these grey hairs? 

The moment I begin to fear — I cease. 

( To the Grandees,) 
I count the nobles of my court: the first 
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Is absent. The Prince Royal, where is he.? 

(JVo one answers,) 
The bearing of the boy tow'rds me is strange. 
He shims my presence, since he came from school 
At Alcala. His blood is warm — why is 
His look so cold? so solemn, stiff, his mien? 
Be watchful: this I charge you. 

Alba. Sire, I am. 

As long as beats a heart against this mail. 
May Philip sleep secure. As stood before 
The gates of Paradise God's cherubim, 
Duke Alba stands before the throne. 

Lerma. May I, 

In all humility, be bold to differ 
From the most wise of kings. My Sovereign 
I honor &r too deeply to condemn 
His son thus hastily and harshly. From 
The youthful blood of Carlos I fear much: 
But nothing from his heart. 

King. Count Lerma, you 

Speak well to gain the father— but the Duke 
Shall be the King's support. — ^No more of this. 
I haste now to Madrid. A kingly duty 
Calls me. The plague of heresy infects 
My people, and rebellion waxes strong 
Within the Netherlands. It is full time 
To look to this. A shuddering example 
Shall re-convert the stray'd. The solemn oath 
Which ev'ry king in Christendom has vow'd 
Will I to-morrow execute. This act 
Of bloody justice shall be dread beyond 
Compare. My court is bid to witness it. 
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SCENE VII. 

Don Carlos, with letters in his hand. Marquis Posj 

Enter from opposite sides. 

Car. I am resolv'd,— and Flanders shall be saved. 
She wishes it. That is enough for me. 

PosA. Nor is a moment to be lost. 'Tis said 
That in the cabinet Duke Alba is 
Already named for Governor. 

Car. To-morrow 

Will I ask audience of my father, and 
Entreat this office for myself. It is 
The first request I make of him. Refuse 
He cannot. My abode here in Madrid 
Gives him for some time past displeasure. What 
A welcome pretext to remove me hence. 
And— shall I own it to thee, Roderick? 
I hope e'en more. Perhaps I may succeed, 
When face to face with him, to win again 
His lost affection. Never has he heard 
The voice of nature. Let me, Roderick, 
Try what her voice can do from out my lips. 

PosA. Now do I hear at last my Charles again! 
Now are you all yourself, once more. 



SCENE VIII. 

To them enters Count Lerma. 

Lerma. The King has just now left Aranjuez. 
I am commissioned — 
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Car. CoBBit, "Us wdL 1 sfaall 

AmTe as euiy as hk MigesaT. 

PosA. {Mdttsamm>amattmif€imtt&retire. 7V« 
tDith a ceremamioms ii— e i. ) 
Tour Royal Highnfaw has no more ooBHBUidsr 

Cak. No, Cheralier. I wish joa joy at your 
AniTal in Madrid. Toull haTe much more 
To tell of Flaiidas. 

( To Lbbma, wko u aiU waUbig.) 
Count, ni follow yon. 

(£etf Lbrma.) 



SCENE K. 
Dan Carlos and Marquis Posa. , 

Car. I understood thee, and I thank thee. Yet 
There's nothing hut the presence of a third 
Excuses this constraint. Are we not brothers? 
Henceforth, then, let us banish from our bond 
This puppet-play of rank. Conceive, we two 
Had met together at a masquerade— 
Thou in the garment of a slave, and I, 
From fancy, in a purple robe disguisM. 
So long as lasts the feast, true to our parts 
We with mock earnestness respect the cheat, 
That we mayn't mar the pleasure of the crowd. 
Yet, through his mask thy Carlos winks to thee; 
Thou pressest me in passing, by the hand; 
And we have understood each other. 

Posa. Tis 

A fine conceit. But will it last? Is Charles 

4* 
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So certain of himself, that he will brave ' 

The trials of unbounded sov'reignty? 

A pregnant day is yet to come — a day 

Whereon this noble-mindedness — I will 

Forewarn you — shall endure a trying proof. 

Don Philip dies — and Carlos is the heir 

Unto the vastest realm of Christendom. 

A mighty breach divides him from the race 

Of common mortals, and to-day is God. 

Who yesterday was man. He now no more 

Is capable of weakness. The voice 

Of duty, inextinguishable in 

The human heart, is dumb to him. Mankind — 

At present in his ear a sounding word — 

Betrays itself and cringes to its idols. 

His sympathy expires with his own griefs. 

Voluptuous pleasure dulls the edge of virtue. 

Gold from Peru gives food for folly; and 

His court supplies the ministers of vice. 

Entranced he sleeps beneath this heav'n, which slaves 

Hiave cunningly created round him. - Long 

As lasts his dream, lasts his divinity. 

Wo to the madman who, compassionate, 

Shall wake him up. But what would Roderick? 

Friendship is bold and true. Sick Majesty 

Cannot abide its formidable ray. 

You would not brook the subject's arrogance — 

Nor I the Prince's pride. 

Car. As true as dark. 

Thy portrait is of kings. But sensual lust 
It was unlock'd their hearts to vice's sway. 
I am at three-and-twenty undefiled. 
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What thousand others wasted recklessly 
In dissolate ^oyment— nnanly strength, 
The soul's best half — Pve strictly hoarded for 
The fiitare ruler. And what could displace 
Ton from my heart, if women could not^ 

PosA. I 

Myself. Could I so warmly love, if I 
Must fear you? 

Car. That thou never wilt. Dost thou 

Need me? Hast thou desires that beg of thrones? 
Does gold allure thee? richer far art thou 
As subject, than as king I e'er shall be. # 

Covet'st thou honors? Yet a youth, thou reap'dst 
Them in full measure — ^but thou wear'st them not. 
Which shall of us be creditor, and which 
The debtor to the other? Thou art silent? 
Fear'st thou the test? Distrustest thou thyself? 

PosA. I yield. Here is my hand. 

Car. And mine. 

PosA. For ever. 

Car. As true and warm as thy devotion is 
At present to the Prince, 'twill one day be 
To the King? 

PosA. That I swear to you. 

Car. , And when 

The serpent flattery shall coil around 
My unwatched heart; when tears shall cease to flow 
As wont, from out these eyes; this ear be shut 
Against entreaty's voice; — then wilt thou be 
The fearless guardian of my virtue, and 
With a bold grasp arresting me, invoke 
My better genius by its noble name? 
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PosA. I will. 
• Car. And now I have one more request. 

Call me thou. Ever have I envied you 
This privilege of friendship's confidence. 
This brotheriy thou will cheat my ear, my heart, 
With sweet suggestions of equality. 
Make no objection. What though say, I guess. 
To thee it is a trifle — ^that I know. 
To me, son to a king. His much. Wilt be 
My brother? 

PosA. Yes: thy brother! 

Car. Now to the King 

I fear now nothing. Hand in hand with thee, 
I bid defiance to the universe. 



ACT II. 

Hie Royal Palace at Madrid. 

SCENE I. 

King Philip seated under a canopy, Duke Alba at 
some distance^ with Ms head covered. Cablos. 

Car. Precedence has the state. Most willingly 
Yields Carlos to the minister. He speaks 
For Spain: I am your Son. 

(He steps hackj homng deferentially.) 

King. The Duke remains. 

The Prince m,ay speak. 

Car. Then must I, Duke, relie 

Upon your magnanimity, to give 
To me the King awhile. A child, you know, 
May for a father's ear have many things 
Which it beseems not that a third should hear. 
I will not take from you the monarch: only 
Grant me the father but for one short hour. 

King. Here stands his friend. 

Car. Have I deserved to think 

The Duke is also mine? 

King. Or ever wished 

Thus to deserve? — I like not sons that are 
Mpre wise in choosing friends than are their fathers. 

Car. Can the Duke Alba's knightly pride endure 
The witnessing of such a scene? By heav'n 
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I would not play the shameless meddler, who, 
Unask'd, intrudes himself between the son 
And father, and condemns himself to feel 
While standing there, his insignificance — 
No, as I live, I would not play this part. 
Not for a diadem. 

King. {Leaves his seat with an angry look towards 
the Prince.) 

Withdraw Duke. 
( 7%e Ihke goes towards the principal door through which 
Carlos had entered: the King makes a sign to the other,) 

No: 
Into the cabinet. Await my call. 



SCENE II. 
King Philip. Don Carlos. ■• 

Car. {^s soon as the Duke has left the apartment^ 
Carlos approaches the King^ and throws himself at his 
feet: then with deep emotion) 
My father! Thanks — Oh! grateful thanks for this! 
Your hand, my father. — ^Wherefore was your child 
So long denied the pleasure of this kiss? 
Wherefore so long eject me from your heart? 
What, father, have I done? 

King. These artifices 

Are foreign to your heart. I like them not. 

Car. (Rising.) 
It is then so! There spoke your courtiers. Sire. — 
Not all a priest reports is true: not all 
The creatures of a priest report, is true — 
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By heav'n 'tis not I am not evil, father. 
My malice is wann blood: my crime is youth. 
Indeed I am not evil, father. Though 
Quick ebulUtions witness 'gainst my heart — 
My heart is good. 

King. Thy heart is pure, I know, 

As is thy prayer. 

Car. We are at last alone. 

The jealous wall of etiquette is here 
Cast down 'twixt son and father. Now or never. 
A ray of hope shines smiling on me, and 
A sweet presentiment flits through my soul. 
All heav'n with gleaming hosts of happy angels 
Bends towards the lovely scene rejoicingly. — 
My father! reconciliation! (Falls at Jus feet.) 

King. Rise, 

And leave me. 

Car. Reconciliation! Father! 

King. (Endeavors to tear himself from him.) 
Too hold's this trifling — 

Car. Thy child's love too bold? 

King. Tears too? Unworthy spectacle! Away! 
Out of my sight! 

Car. Oh! reconciliation! 

King. Out of my presence. Come from battle wrapt 
In shame — ^my arms shall open to receive thee. . 
Thus — I discard thee from me. Coward guilt 
Alone will bathe itself in such mean founts. 
He who without a blusb repents, will need 
Repentance often. 

Car. Who is tWs? By what 

Eccentric freak of nature strays 'mongst men 
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This stranger? Th' everlasting warranty 
Of manhood is a tear. His eye is dry; — 
He was not born of woman. — Teach, oh! teach 
Your unwet eyes to weep yet timely tears; 
Else heavily may press you some hard hour. 

King. Think'st thou to shake thy father's serious 
doubts 
With fine words? 

Car. Doubts? I will uproot these doubts — 

Will cleave unto my father's heart — ^will strain, 
Will strain at it with utmost effort, till 
These doubts' strong fastened folds shall from it Mi. 
Who have thus robbed me of my king's good will? 
Who are they? For the son, what gave the monk 
Unto the father? What will Alba give, 
That can requite him for a childless life? 
You wish for love? Here in this bosom springs 
A fountain, purer, livelier far, than in 
The foul and muddy reservoirs which gold 
Alone can open. 

KiXG. Hold! presumptuous boy! 

The men whom thou jnak'st bold to vilify 
Are the tried servants of my choice, whom thou 
Wilt one ^day honor. 

Car. Ne^er. That I feel. 

All that your Alba can perform, can Charles— 
And Charles can more. What cares the hireling for 
The realm that never will be his? What i'st 
To him that Philip's hoary head grows hoarier? 
Your Carlos would have lov'd you. — I recoil 
Before the thought, alone — and solitary 
To sit upon a throne. 
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King. {Is struck wUh these words* After a pause^ in 
wMch he seems thoughtful,) 

I am alone. 

Car. {Advances towards him with eagerness and 
warmth,) 
Ton have been. Cease to hate me. As a son 
I will love — ^wannly love you. Only hate me 
No more. How sweet and rapturous 'tis, to feel 
One's self exalted in a lovely soul, — 
To know, our joy makes glow another's cheek,*—' 
Our ieAx9 do tremble in another's heart, — 
Our sufferings bedew another's eye! 
How beautiful and grand 'tis, hand in hand 
With a deapson, to tread youth's rosy path 
Again,-— to dream once more the dream of life! 
How sweet and great, iiikperishable in 
The virtue of a child, to live for ages 
Transmitting good unceasingly! How sweet 
To plant what a dear son will one day reap, — 
To gather what will make him rich,— to feel 
How deep will one day be his gratitude! — 
My father; of this earthly paradise 
Your^monks were wisely silent. 

King. {<Kot without emotion,) ' 

Oh! my son! 
Thou speak'st thy own reproof. Attractively 
Thou paint'st a bliss thou never offerd'st me. 

Car. Be heav'n my judge! — ^Yourself, you shut me out 
As well from all participation in 
Your royal pow'r, as from the father's heart. 
Until this day, till now, — oh! was that right, 
Was't reasonable? — I, the heir of Spain, 

5 ^<i 
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Till now have lived an alien in the land, 

A prisoner here, where I shall one day rule. 

Oh! was that just, was't kind? — ^How oft, how oft, 

My father, have 1 blushed in shame to learn 

From the ambassadors of foreign states. 

From public prints, the latest news from court. 

King. Too fiercely courses through thy veins 
blood: 
Thou'dst only mar. 

Car. Oh! give me pow'r to mar. 

My blood boils hotly. Three and twenty years, ^ 
And nothing done for immortality! 
I am aroused: I feel my destiny. 
My kingly lot, like to a creditor, 
C&lls me from slumber; and the wasted hours 
Of youth knock loudly at my heart, like duns 
For debts of honor. Now at last is come 
The glorious moment which exacts from me 
The great loan's interest. The gen'ral voice, 
Ancestral name, and trumpet-tonguM renown. 
All challenge me to action. Now is come 
The time t' unbar to me the lists of fame. — 
My King, may 1 be bold to name the boon 
Which brought me here? 

King. A boon too? 

Car. Menacing 

Grows the rebellion in the Netherlands. 
The rebels' headstrong stand demands a bold 
And shrewd opposal. 'Tis reported, that. 
To tame the turbulence of the fanatics. 
The Duke, arm'd by thd King with sov'reign powV, 
Is to conduct an army into Flanders. 
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How honorable is this post, — how fitted 
To introduce your son to glory's temple! 
Give me, my king, give me this army. Me 
The Flemish people love. I undertake 
To pledge my life upon their loyalty. 

King. Thou speakest like to one who dreams. This 
post 
Requires a man, and not a boy— - 

Cab. Requires 

A human being — and that's the only thing 
That Alba never was — 

King. And fear alone 

Can master this rebellion. Lenity 
Were madness. Tender is thy soul, my son: 
The Duke is fear'd. — Desist from thy request. 

Car. Send me to Flanders with the army. Trust 
My tender soul. The regal name of Charles, 
Swift borne on rumor's wings before my flag, 
Itsdf will conquer where Duke Alba's hangmen 
Will only desolate. Here on my knees 
I ask it. 'TIS my first request. — ^Entrust 
The Netherlands to me, my father— 

King. (Fixes on the Prince a penetrating look.) 

And 
To thy ambition my best army too? 
The dagger to my murderer? 

Car. ^ Oh! God! 

Am I no further, and is that the fruit 
Of this long-piayed for hour? 

{After a pause^ mth mild earnestness.) 

Oh! answer me 
More mildly. Do not send me thus away. 
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I would not be dismissed with these dark words— 

I would not leave you with this heavy heart. 

Treat me more kindly. 'Tis my urgent want-- 

It is my last, my desperate attempt. 

I cannot bear it — ^no, I cannot bear 

As should a man, that you deny me thus, 

All, all, all. — ^You dismiss me now. Unheard — 

Blasted in ev'ry cherish'd hope — I go. 

Your Alba, your Domingo will be here 

Triumphantly enthroned, where in the dust 

Your son has wept. The crowd of cringing courtiers, 

The quaking nobles, and the guilt-pale band 

Of monks, were witness that you granted me 

This audience. Put me not to shame. Do not. 

My father, give to me the deadly woimd 

Thus ignominiously to bear me to 

The courtier throng's insulting scorn, that Charles 

Can naught obtain, while strangers revel on » 

Your favor. As a token of your will 

To honor me, conunit to my command 

This army. 

King. By the anger of thy King, 
Repeat not this request again. 

Gar. I risk 

The anger of my King. Send me to Flanders. 
I must and will from Spain. To be here, is 
Like drawing breath beneath the hangman's hand. 
As heavy as a murder's consciousness 
Weighs on me here the air. Quick change alone 
Can cure me. If you wish to save me— send me 
Without delay to Flanders. 
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Kino. ( With forced calmness.) 

Patients such 
As fhou, my son, require good nursing, and 
The eye of the physician. Thou remain'st 
In Spain — ^the Duke goes to the Netherlands. 

Car. ( Wildly.) 
Oh! now desert me not, good spirits! 

Kin;g. {Starts hcuih) Ha! 

What mean these looks? 

Car. ( With a trembling voice.) 

Irrevocable, father, 
Is that resolve? 
Kjng. Twas from the King. 

Car. I've done. 

{ExU,) 



SCENE III. 

TVie King stands for some time in gloomy meditation. 
He then walks up and down. Alba approaches mth 
an embarrassed manner. 

King. Expect an order momently to start 
For Brussels. 

Alba. Every thing's in readiness, 

Sire. 

King. Tour commission is made out and sealed. 
Take your leave of the Queen; and to the Prince 
Present yourself ere you depart. 

Alba. E'en now 

I saw him leave this hall with frantic mien. 
Your majesty seems also deeply moved. — 
5* 
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Perhaps the subject of your conrersation — 
King. The subject was Duke Alba. 

(Fixes Ms eyes darkly on the Duke,) 

Willingly 
I hear that Carlos hates my Counsellors — 
With pain I learn that he despises them. 

(Alha changes color and is about to speak,) 
No answer now. You may conciliate 
The Prince. 
Alba. Sire! 

Kino. Who first warned me 'gainst my son's 

Dark projects? Then I listened but to you, 
And not to him. PU risk the trial, Duke. 
Henceforth, stands Carlos nearer to my throne. 
Leave me. 

{The King goes into the caMnet^ the Duke retires 
thirough another door,) 



SCENE IV. 

An antirchamher to the Q^een^s apartment, 

Don Carlos enters through the central door^ in conversa- 
tion vnth a page,, At his entrance^ the attendants in the 
anti-room retire. 

Car. a note to me? — For what, too, is this key? 
And both so secretly delivered to me? 
Come nearer: where didst thou receive this note? 

Page. (Mysteriously,) Prince, I suspect the lady'd 
rather be 
Conjectured than described. 
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Car. (Starting.) The lady! what! — 

(Looks at the page more closely,) 
How?— Who art thou.^^ 

Page. A page, Sir, of the Queen — 

Car. (Runs to him in great alarm^ and puts his hand 
on his mouth,) 
Hold! on thy life. — I know enough. 

(He tears open the letter and goes to the furthest end 
of the room to read it. Meanwhile the Duke of Alba 
enters^ and unperceioed by the Prince^ passes into the 
Queen^s apartment, Carlos becomes violently agitated, 
After he has finished readings he stands for some time 
without speaking^ with his eyes riveted on the letter. At 
last he turns to the page,) 

She gave 
To thee this note herself? 

Page. With her own hands. 

Car. Herself she gave it thee? — ^Deceive me not! 
As yet have I read nothing from her hand. 
I must believe thee, if that thou wilt swear. 
If it be false, confess it openly. 
And do not trifle with me. 

Page. Trifle, Prince? 

Car. (Looks again at the letter^ and then at the page 
' , with a doubtful scrutinizing gaze.) 

Thy parents are alive? Thy father serves 
The King? Is he a Spaniard bom? 

Page. He fell 

In battle at St. Qaentin, where he was 
A colonel in the Duke of Savoy's horse— 
His name, Alonzo, Count of Henarez. 
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Car. ( Takes Mm by the hand^ and fixes his eyes on 
him significantly,) 
The King gave thee this note? 
Page. ( With feeling.) 

My gracious Prince, 

Deserve I this suspicion? 

Car. {Reads the letter.) 

"With this key 
The back apartments of the Queen's pavillion 
May be unlocked. The most remote of these 
Leads to a cabinet, where never yet 
Did listener's footsteps stray. Here love may speak 
Freely and loudly what so long it spake 
Only through silent signs. A hearing and 
Reward await the modest sufferer." 

{•S.S if awaking out of a trance.) 
I do not dream*— I am not mad — this is 
My own right arm — this is my sword — ^these are 
Written words. True it is and real — ^Yes — 
I am beloyed — I am beloved — ^I am. 
(Paces up and doum the room under great excitement^ 

throwing up his arms.) 

Page. Then come, my Prince, I'll lead you. 

Car. Let me first 

Come to myself. Do I not tremble still 
From such a sudden shock of happiness? 
Have I so fondly hoped? Have I ev'n dared 
To dream so much as this? Where is the man 
Who could so quickly learn to be a god? 
Who was I, and who am I now? That is 
Another heav'n — another sun than was 
There formerly. She loves me! 
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Page. {Endeavors to lead him away.) 

Prince, my Prince, 
You forget — this is not the place — 

Car. {As if seiaed vritk a sudden numbness.) 

The King! 
My father! 

{He lets his arms fall^ looks timidly rounds and endea^ 
vors to collect himself.) 

That is horrible! Thou 'rt right, 
My friend. I thank thee. — I was not myself 
Just now. That I must seal my lips— mure up 
Within my breast this ecstacy of bliss, 
Is horrible — is horrible! — 

( Takes the Page by the hand and leads him on one side.) 
What thou hast seen^ — thou hear'st? and what not seen, 
Be as a coffin in thy breast deep-buried. 
Now go. I will collect myself. Now go. 
We must not here be seen together. Go— 

{Page is going.) 
Yet stop! 

( The page comes back. Carlos lays his hand on his 
shoulder^ and looks him in the foM steadfastly and so^ 
lemnly.) 

Thou takest with thee a dread secret, 
Which, like a potent poison, cracks the cup 
That holds it. Master well thy looks. Thy head 
Be ignorant of what thy heart contains. 
Be like the lifeless trumpet, which receives 
And gives again the sound, but hears It not 
Thou art a boy. Continue so, and play 
As heretofore, the sportful life of one. 
How well did the shrewd writer understand 
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To choose love's messenger. The King seeks not 
His serpents here. 

Page. And I, my Prince, I will 

Be proud to think, Pm by a secret richer 
Ev'n than the King himself — 

Car. Vamboy! That 'tis 

Which thou must dread. When we in public meet, 
Approach me shyly and submissively. 
Let vanity ne'er tempt thee to display 
How gracious is to thee the Prince. Thou canst, 
My son, commit no greater crime than when 
Thou pleasest me. What thou may'st have to bring 
To me hereafter, trust not to thy lips. 
Speak not in syllables. Let not thy news 
Be carried on the common road of thought. 
Speak with thy fingers, with thy lids— 4ind I 
Will listen with my looks. The air, the light, 
Around us, are the creatures of the King: 
The earless walls are in his pay: — some one 
Approaches — 
( The apartment of the Queen opensj and the Duke of 
Alba comes out.) 
Leave me. 
Page. Prince, take care you do 

Not miss the right apartment. {Exit,) 

Car. 'Tis the Duke.— 



SCENE V. 

Don Carlos. Duke of Alba. 

Alba. {Putting himself in the Princess way.) 
Two words, my gracious Prince. 
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Car. Another time. 

(Is about to go.) 
Alba. Tis not, in truth, the fittest place — ^perhaps 
Your Highness would prefer to give me audience 
In your apartment? 

Car. Why? It may be here. — 

Only be quick and brief. 

Alba. My purpose is 

Respectfully to tender to you, Prince, 
My thanks— 

Car. Thanks? Thanks to me? For what? — And 

tlianks 
From the Duke Alba? 

Alba. For, your Highness scarce 

Had left the King, than I was notified 
To be in readiness to start for Brussels. 
Car. Brussels! Ah! 

Alba. To what other cause, my Prince, 

Than to your intercession with the King 
Can I ascribe it! — 

Car. How? — ^To me? — ^No, no,— 

On my word, not to me. You travel? — Well — 
God speed you. 

Alba. ' Nothing further? I'm surpris'd. — 
Your Highness, then, has naught to charge me with 
For Flanders? 

Car. What to Flanders? Why? 

Alba. It seemed 

A short time since as if these provinces 
Called for the presence of Don Carlos' self. 

Car. How so?— Yes — true — ^yes — that was formerly — 
You're right— quite right.— 

SI 
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Alba. With wonder, Prince I hear — 

Gar. {J^ot with irony.) « 

Tou are an admirable General — 
Who knows it not? That envy must admit. 
Pm a young man. So thought the King. The King 
Is right. I see it now: I am content: i 

And so, enough of that A pleasant journey. | 

I can by no means now, as you perceive — 
I am at present somewhat pressed for time-^ 
The rest to-morrow, or some other day. 
Or when you come from Brussels. 

Alba. How! 

Car. (After a pause^ and observing ^at the Duke 
does not go.) 

You start 
In the be^t season. Tou will pass through Milan, 
Lothringen, Burgundy and Germany-— 
Germany? — ^True; it was in Germany. 
There you are known.— We have now ApriL May — 
June-^uly — in July — ^yes, just about, 
Or at the latest, by the first of August, 
You'll be in Brussels. Oh! I do not doubt 
There'll soon be tidings of your victories. 
You'll well know how to show yourself deserving 
Of our most gracious confidence. . 

Alba. {Significantly.) Shall I? A 

And while I ^feel my insignificance?" 

Car. Duke, you are sensitive — ^with reason too. 
'Twas, I confess, not generous of me, 
To use against you arms which ypu can't use 
'Grainst me. 

Alba. Can't use?-i- 
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Car. 'Tis pity, that just now 

I have not time to fight with Alba out 
This worthy contest— well, another time. 

Alba. We both misreckon, Prince, in dif' rent ways. 
You, — ^you look forward twenty years — ^while I 
Look back as many. 
Car. WeU? 

Alba. And thereupon. 

The thought occurs to me, how many nights 
Of love with his so beauteous wife, your mother, 
Your father would have giv'n, t' obtain an arm 
Like THIS, Prince, for his crown. He doubtless knew 
Right well, how much more easy a thin^ it is 
To hand down monarchs than a monarchy — 
How much more readily the world's supplied 
With kings, than kings are with a world. 

Car. Quite true, 

Duke Alba. But — 

Alba. And how much blood must flow — 

Blood of your people^-— ere that you could be 
A king. 

Car. Quite true, by heav'n — ^and in two words, 
AH said that pride of merit can oppose 
To pride of fortune. But, the application.^ 

Alba. Wo to the tender nursling, Majesty, 
Thiat mocks its nurse! How softly it can sleep 
On the smooth cushion of our yictories! 
Only the pearls do sparkle in the crown, 
And not the wounds with which 'twas gain'd. This sword 
Prescribed to- foreign countries Spanish laws: 
It flam'd before the cross, and for the seed 
Of faith drew bloody furrows on the nations. 

e 
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God judgM in heaven — I on earth. 

Car. Or God or fiend— ^'tis all the same! You were 
His right arm: that I know. And now, no more 
Of this, I beg of you. There are some things 
Whose recollection I would rather shun. 
My father's choice I honor. He does need 
An Alba: that he needs one — ^that indeed 
I env' him not. Duke, you are a great man. — 
That too may be: I almost think you are. 
I fear, though, you arc come some centuries 
Too soon. An Alba — so 'twould seem to me— 
Would be the man t' appear at time's last day; 
When sin's huge insolence has wearied out 
Heav'n's long endurance; crime's rich harvest stands 
In fullest stalk, and needs a reaper such 
A ne'er yet was — then tou were in your place. — 
Oh? God, my Paradise! my Flanders! — But, 
I must not think on't now. — It is reported. 
You carry with you a provision of 
Death-warrants ready signed? 'Tis laudable. 
This foresight. Of delay there need then be 
No fear. My father — Oh? how greatly I 
Misunderstood thee! Cold I deemed thee, that 
Thou didst refuse to me a post, in which 
Thy Albas shine! — ^'Twas the beginning of 
Thy esteem. 

Alba. Prince, these words do merit — 

Car. (WUh anger.) What? 

Alba« But your rank guards you. 

Car. (Drawing Ms sword,) 

That demands blood. — ^Djuw! / 

Alba. {Coldly.) 'Gainst whom? * ] 
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Car. (Mvandng on him,) 

Draw, or I'll run you through. 
Alba. {Drams.) If 't must be. 

{They fight,) 



SCENE VI. 

The Queen. Don Carlos. Duke of Alba. 

Queen. ( Who comes out of her apartment terrified,) 
Naked swords! 

{To the Prince with displeasure and a commanding tone,) 

Carlos! 
Car. ( Confounded at the sight of the Queen^ lets his 
arms fall^ stands for a moment motionless^ then goes ra- 
pidly up to the Duke and embraces him.) 

Pardon, Duke! Be all 
Forgiv'n! 
{He throws himself in silence at the feet of the Queen^ 

gets hastily up^ and then hurries out,) 
Alba. ( Who stands looking on full of astonishment,) 

By heav'n, but that is strange! 
Queen. {Stands for a few moments troubled and in 
doubt^ then goes slowly towards her apartment: when at 
the door she turns round,) 

Duke Alba. 
( The Duke follows her into her apartment,) 
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SCENE VII. 

A cabinet of the Princess Eholi. 

The Princess, dressed elegantly hU simply^ is playing on 
the lute and singing. The Page enters, 

Eboli. (Starts up.) He comes! 

Page. Are you alone? I am surprised 

I do not find him here already. But, 
He must come presently. 

Eboli. Ha! must he? Then 

'Tis fixed he will — 

.Page. He^s close behind me.— Princess, 

You are belov'd: — ^belov'd, belov'd as you 
Can no one be, and no one ever was. 
Oh! what a scene I witnessed? 

Eboli. (Draws Mm impatiently towards her.) 

Tell me of it. 
Come quick — thou spok'st with hun? What did he say? 
What did he do? What were his words? He seemM 
Confus'd — astonish'd? Did he guess who 'twas 
That sent to him the key? Come, quick-*or did 
He guess at all? He did not guess pierhaps? 
Guessed wrong? — ^Well? Answer'st thou then not a word? 
Fie, fie on thee: art not asham'd? So dull. 
So shameful slow thou never wast before. 

Page. How can I, gracious Princess, say a word? 
I put into his hands the key and note— 
'Twas in the antichamber of the Queen. 
He started, when I said a lady sent me 

Ecoli. He started! well — ^what then? go on — ^relate. 
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Page. I wished to tell him further, whereupon 
He grew quite pale, and snatching from my hand 
The note, he gave to me a threatening look, 
And said that he knew all. He read the note 
With great emotion and then suddenly 
Began to tremble. 

Edoli. He knew all? Knew all? 

Did he say that? 

Page. And asked me thrice, four times. 

If you yourself had given me the note? 

Eboli. If I myself? He then call'd me by name? 

Page. By name — ^no, that he did not do. He said, 
There might be spies in hearing who would prate - 
To the King. 

Eboli. {Surprised.) Said he that? 

Page. 'T would be, he said? 

Of great importance to the King to get 
A knowledge of this note. 

Eboli. The King? The King? 

Did'st thou hear right? Were those the words he used? 

Page. He said it was a dang'rous secret, and 
He warned me to be on my guard in words 
And looks, lest the suspicions of the King 
Be roused. 

Eboli. {<dfter a pause^ with surprise,) 

It must be so — ^he knows of it — 
It can't be otherwise— Tis very strange! 
Who could reveal it to him? — ^Ask I that? 
Who sees so sharply and so deeply, but 
The falcon eye of love?— What else— go on— 
He read the note.— 

Page. The note, he said, contained 

^ 6* 
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A happiness which made him tremhle — ^which 
He ne'er had dared to dream. Unluckily 
The Duke then entered. This ohiiged us to— 

Eboli. (Impatiently,) 
What in the name of heaven had the Duke 
To do there? — Where, though, stays the Prince. And 

why 
Does he delay? Will he not come? Sees't not 
How false he spoke? How happy had he been 
Already all this time that you have ta'en 
To tell me that he wished to be! 

Page. The Duke, 

I fear — 

Eboli. The Duke again? What's he to me? 
What has the Duke to do with my sotl's bliss? 
He might have left or sent away the Duke. 
Thy Prince in truth's as little vers'd in love, 
As it appears he is in woman's heart. 
He does not know what minutes are — ^hush! hush! 
I hear a footstep.— 'Tis the Prince. Begone — 

( The Page hurries out.) 
Away. — Where is my lute? He must surprise me. 
My song shall be his signal. — 



SCENE vm. 

The Princess. Don Carlos. 

The Princess has thrown herself on a sofoj and plays. 
Carlos enters: on recognizing the Princess^ he seems 
thunderstruck. 



f 

V 






Scene VIIL] DON CARLOS. 67 

Car. Heaven! Where am I? 

Eboli. {Lets fall the lute and advances towards him.) 

Ah — ^Prince Carlos? 

Car. {*Aside,) Where 

Am 1? Oh? cursed error — ^I have missM 
The cabmet. 

Eboli. How skillM Prince Carlos is 
In finding out where ladies are alone. 

Car. Princess — forgive me Princess — I found 
The anti-chamber open — 

Eboli. Can that be? 

It seems to me that I myself had lockt it. 

Car. It seems to you — aye, seems — ^but only seems. 
You are mistaken, be assur'd. You meant 
To lock it — that I grant — ^no doubt you did — 
But lockt— no, lockt it was not— not, indeed. 
I heard a lute — ^was't not a lute? — 

(Looking round doubtfully.) 

Right, there 
It is — and lutes, heav'n knows it, lutes, I love 
To madness. I became all ear — ^forgot ' 
Myself — and thoughtless, oped the cabinet 
Of the sweet player who had wrought on me 
So deeply, so divinely, to behold 
Her lovely eyes. 

Eboli. A curiosity 

That may be pardoned, which, as I could show * 

You have too, very quickly satisfied. ' 

{After apause^ significantly.) 
Oh! I esteem the modest man who thus 
So artfully can counterfeit, to spare 
A woman's blushes. 
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Car. Princess, I myself, 

I feel that I but spoil what I would mend. 
Release me from a part which to sustain 
I lack the skill so wholly. You sought here 
In this apartment refuge from the world. 
Here you desir'd, alone, unlistenM to, 
T' indulge the secret wishes of your heart 
I, ill-starred man, present myself: at once 
Is this delightful dream dissolved. — For which 
The speediest departure shall — 

(Is about to go,) 

Eboli. (Is struck tDith mrprise^ but instantly recovers 
herself.) 

That, Prince, 
Is mischievous. 

Car. I, Princess, understand 

What such a look here in this cabinet 
Imports: this virtuous embarrasment 
I honor. Wo to him whom woman's blush 
Makes bold! I am disheartened quite, whene'er 
Before me women tremble. 

EsbLi. Ah! indeed? 

A most rare conscience for so young a man, 
And a King's son! Now, Prince, you must remain — 
Myself, I now request it of you. Where 
There's co much virtue, any maiden's fears 
Are quieted. Know you, however, that 
Tour sudden entrance interrupted me 
In the midst of my fav'rite air. 

(She leads Iwn to the sofa and takes her lute.) 

The air. 
Prince, I must play again: your punishment 
Shall be, to listen to me. 
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Car. (Seats himself beside the PrincesSj not without 
some compulsion,) 

'Tis, in truth, 
A punishment as sweet as was my &ult-^ 
So welcome was the burden of the air, 
So heav'nly beautiful, that willingly 
Pd listen to it — ^three times over. 

Eboli. What? 

Ton heard then all? That's too bad. Prince. It was 
Of love, was't not? 

Car. And if I don't mistake, 

Of happy love — ^the swieetest theme in Ihis 
Sweet mouth; forsooth though, not so true as sweet. 

Eboli. Not? Not so true? You doubt? — 

Car. ( With earnestness,) I almost doubt 

If Carlos and the Princess Eboli 
Can understand each other, when the theme 
Is love. 

( The Princess shows surprise: Carlos perceives i^ cmd 
continues in a tone of plaj(ful gallantry,) 
For who, who could, while looking on 
These blooming cheeks, believe that passion e'er 

a 

Had root within this breast What danger runs 

A Princess Eboli to sigh unheard? 

And love knows he alone who hopeless loves. 

Eboli. ( With all her former gaiety.) 
Oh! cease! That sounds so dismal.— And, forsooth. 
This fate appears to follow you above 
All others, specially to-day— ^to-day, 

( Talcing his hand with insinuating interest,) 
You're not in spirits. Prince— You suffer — aye. 
Upon my life, you suffer. Can that be? 
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And wherefore suffer, Princje — ^with your loud call 

Unto th' enjojonent of the world — ^with all 

Bestowments of extrav'gant nature-^all 

Your high pretensions to the joys of life? 

You — a great monarch's son, and more, much more 

Than that — already in your royal cradle 

Gifted with qualities that even pale 

The sun-like splendor of your rank? Who has 

BribM judges in the rigid council hall 

Of women— women whose decisioipi^ are 

On manly worth, and fame, all paramount 

Andirreversible—- who conquers there 

Where he but looks— inflames, while he himself 

Is only cold--and where he's mov'd, can sport 

In Paradise, and give unearthly bliss— 

The man, whom nature deckt with gifts to make 

Alike the happiness of thousands or 

A few — ^himself is wretched? — Oh! thou heav'n, 

Who gav'st him all, all — ^wherefore, wherefore didst 

Deny to him the eyes to see his conquests? 

Car. ( Who has been all the time in the deepest db* 
straction^ is suddenly recalled to himself hy the silence of 
the Princess, and exclaims suddenly.) 
Excellent! Most incomparable! Princess. 
Do sing again that passage. 

Eboli. Carlos, where 

Were you the while? 

Car. (Springs up*) True — ^true-r— by heaven, yes. 
Most opportunely you remind me. Yes — 
I must away— away — and quickly. 

Eboli. (Holds him hack) Whither? 

Car. (In great agony) 
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Into the air. — ^Release me, Princess. — ^^Tis 
As if the world blazed up in flames behind me. 

Eboli. (Forcibly detains him.) 
What ails you? Whence this strange unnatural conduct? 
( Carlos stopsj lost in thought, S?ie seizes the moment to 

lead him to the sofa,) 
You need' repose, dear Charles. Your blood is now 
In tumult. Sit beside me' here. Away 
With dark and fev'rish fancies. Ask yourself 
With frankness— 4uiows this head what loads this heart? 
And if it even knew: — of all the knights 
And all the ladies of this court, were there 
Not one that's worthy to remove— I mean. 
To understand you? 

Car. {Lightly and thoughtlessly.) Princess Eboli, 
Perhaps — 

Eboli. ( With warmth.) Indeed? 

Car. Commend me to my fether— 

Give me a letter to him, to bespeak 
His favor tow'rds me. It is swd, you have 
Much influence with him. 

Eboli. Is that said? {Aside.) Ah! so: 

Twas jealousy that made thee silent, was't? 

Car. I have a sudden wish to go to Brabant — 
Tis probably already rumored of — 
To prove myself deserving of my spurs, 
That's all. My father '11 not consent. He fears, 
Kind father, the commanding of an army — 
Would spoil my singing. 

Eboli. Carlos, you play false. 

Confess, that by this sinuous artifice 
You wish t' elude me. Look me in the face, 
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Dissembler — say, trill he who only dreams 

Of knightly deeds — will he descend so low 

As with quick eagerness to steal away 

The ribbons ladies drop, and — ^pardon me—* 

{She snatches from his bosom a ribbon concealed there,) 

And treasure them so carefully. . 

Car. (Stepping back toith surprised) No, Princess, 
That's too much. Pm discovered. You are not 
To be deceived* With spirits — ^with demons you're 
In league. 

Eboli. At that you seem surpris'd? At that? 
What will you wager, Prince, I call to mind 
Events, events, — come try it — question me. 
If ev'n th' expression of a transient mood — 
A tone, soft murmured to the air — a smile 
ExtinguishM hastily by seriousness, — 
If even looks and gestures that escap'd 
Thy absent soul, have been by me all noted,— 
Judge you, if I have understood, where you 
Wished to be understood? 

Car. Now, by my soul. 

But that is bold. I take the wager. Princess. 
You promise me discov'ries in my heart 
Myself have never known of. 

Ebou. (Somewhat nettled^ with warmth.) 

Never, Prince? 
Bethink you. Look around. This cabinet 
Is not one of th' apartments of the Qjueen, 
Where some disguise was even laudable. — 
You start? Your cheek is suddenly sufFus'd?-r- 
Oh! truly, who could be so sharp, so bold. 
So idle, as to watch Prince Charles, when he 



%. 
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Believ'd himself unwatch'd? Who saw it — when 

At the last ball at court, he left the Queen 

His partner standing in the dance, and forced 

His way up to another pair, to ^ve, 

Instead of to his royal partner, to 

The Princess Eboli, his hand? An error 

Which ev'n the King who just then enter'd, noted. 

Car. ( With an ironical smile,) 
Ah! evea he? Well, truly now, good Princess, 
That was not meant for him, 

Eboli. As little as 

What happened in the palace chapel, which 
Prince Charles himself has probably forgot. 
Absorbed in pray'r you lay prostrate before 
The holy Virgin, when, sudden the robes 
Of certain ladies rustled near, whereon 
Don Philip's hero-minded son, like to 
A heretic before the holy bench, 
Began to tremble. Th' interrupted pray'r 
Died on his pallid lips. In th' ecstacy 
Of passion — ^'twas a scene to make one weep — 
You seiz'd the hand, the Virgin's icy hand. 
And shower'd on the marble, burning kisses. 

Car. You do me wrong. That was devotion. Princess. 

Eboli. Oh then indeed: — ^'twas also from chagrin, 
At loosing, you, while playing with the Queen, 
And me, with admirable adroitness, stole 
From me this glove, the which, in truth, you were 
Well bred enough immediately to play 
Again 'stead of a card. 

Car. Oh? God! Oh! God! 

What have I done? 
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Eboli Nothing you would recall^ 

I hope. How pleasantly I was surprised 
To find a little note which you had thrust 
Into the glove. It was, Prince, a romance 
Of the most moving — 

Car. {Eagerly interrupting her,) 

Poetry — naught else. — 
My hrain sends oft the strangest bubbles up, 
Which burst as soon as they appear. 'Twas that. 
Let's say no more of it. 

Eboli. ( Walking away in astonishment^ and looking 
at him from a distance.) 
I am exhausted. 
All my attempts glide from this slip'ry snake 
This singular creature. 

{After a pause,) 

Ah! how.? Were it but 
The boundless pride of man that to enhance 
Its bliss puts on the mask of modesty? 
{She approaches the Prince again and looks at him in 

doubt.) 
Instruct me, Prince. I stand before a casket 
Lock'd as by magic, where my keys all fail. 
Cab. You are the same to me. 
Eboli. ( Turns suddenly away from Aim, walks seve- 
ral times up and down the cabinet^ and seems to he medi-^ 
toting on something of importance. Jit last^ after a long 
pause^ earnestly and solemnly.) 

I will — I must. 
I must resolve to speak it. Tou I make 
My judge. You are an honorable man. 
You are a Prince and Knight. I throw myself 
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Upon your heart You, Prince, will save me, and, 
Where I am lost beyond relief, will pity me. 

( Carlos approaches her with surprise and sympathy.) 
A shameless minion of the King sues for 
My hand—- Ruy Gomez, Comit of Silva. 'Tis 
The monarch's will: the bargain's made, and I 
Am sold already to his creature. 

Car. {In violent excitement.) Sold? 
A sale again? Another by the same 
Fam'd trader of the south. 

Eboli. But hear, first, all. 

Tis not enough that I am sacrificed 
To policy. My virtue too's beset. 
See, here-— that paper will unmask this saint. 
( Carlos takes the paper^ hut toithout reading it continues 

to give eager attention to the relation of the Princess.) 
Where shall I find deliverance, Prince? Till now 
My virtue has been guarded by my pride: — 
But yet, at last — 

Car. At last, you fell? You fell? 

No, no— for God's sake, no! 

Eboli. ( WUh dignity.) Through whom? How weak) 
How false the judgment of your sterner minds, 
To deem that woman's favor, love's ^weet bliss. 
Can as a merchandize be bid for! 'Tis 
The only thing upon this globe that brooks 
No buyer but itself. The price of love. 
Is love. It is th' inestimable jewel, 
Which I must give, or, ever unjoy'd 
Will bury — ^like the noble merchant who, 
Untempted by the gold at the Rialto, 
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To the rich sea restor'd his pearl, too proud 
To part with it beneath its worth. 

Car. (Jlinde.) By Heav'n 

She is a lovely creature! 

Eboli. Be it whim 

Or vanity;— I'll not divide my joys. 
The man, the suigle one, whom I select, 
To him I give up all for all. I give 
But once, but then forever. Happy will 
My love make only one — one — ^but that one 
Supremely. The transporting consonance 
Of souls, — a kiss,— the rapturous joys of love's 
Most perfect moments, — ^beauty's heav'nly charm, 
Are sister colors of one ray — are leaves 
Of the same blossom. And shall I bestow 
A leaf pluckt from this lovely blossom's cup? 
I, the high majesty of woman mar — 
God's masterpiece — ^to feed the pleasure of 
A libertine? 

Car. {.Sside.) Incred'ble! How? Madrid 
Held such a maiden and I knew it not— 
I but discover it to-day? 

Eboli. Long since 

I should have quit this court, have quit this world. 
And buried me in holy walls; but that 
One single tie is left to me — a tie 
That to this world omnipotently binds me. 
Alad! perhaps a phantom! yet to me 
How dear! I love and am — not lov'd. 

Car. {Approaching Iter with wamUh.) You are! 
As true as God's in heav'n. I swear, you are — 
You are unspeakably. 

Eboli. You swear it? You? — 
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Oh! that was my good angel's voice! Oh! yes, 
If you Charles, swear it, I betieve it— then 
1 am. 

Car. (Folding her in his arms with tenderness.) 
Sweet, tender girU ador'ble being! 
I am all ear, all eye, all rapture — full 
Of admiration. Who could look at thee. 
Who under heav'n, and boast — ha never lov'd? 
But here at Philip's court — what willst thou here? 
What dost thou, lovely angel, here, 'mong priests 
And priests' dominion? This is not the clime 
For such a flower. — Would they snap it off.^ 
They would — aye truly, I believe they would. 
But, by my life, they shall not no— -This arm 
I throw around thee-^^and thus in my arms 
111 bear thee through a devil-teeming hellt 
Yes — ^let me be thy guarding angel. — 

Eboli. ( With a look of tenderness) Oh! 
Carlos, how little have I known you. How 
Richly and boundlessly your noble heart 
Rewards the pains of understanding it! 
(She takes his hand and is about to kiss it, Carlos draws 

it back. The Princess continues in ajlattering tone,) 
How beautiful this hand is, and how rich! 
This hand. Prince, has two precious gifts to give— 
A diadem and Charles' heart — and both, 
It may be, to one mortal? One? — A great, 
A heav'nly gift! — Almost too great for one! 
What, Prince, if you resolv'd on a division? 
Qjueens love not well: a woman that can love, 
Is not well fitted for a throne. Hence, Prince, 
'Twere better you divided them, and now — 
7* 
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At once. Perhaps you have already? How? 
Have you mdeed? Qh! then, so much the better! 
And do I know the happy one? 

Car. Thou shalt. 

To thee, pure maid, I will unbosom me — 
To innocence, to nature undefil'd. 
Will I reveal myself. Of all this court, 
Thou art the worthiest, the only one, 
The first that wholly understands my soul. — 
Yes — I deny it not — I love! 

Eboli. Thou rogue! 

Is the confession then so difficult? 
And am I to be pitied that thou think'st me 
Deserving of thy love? 

Car. ( Starts.) What do I hear? 

Eboli. To mock me thus! Now, truly, Prince, that 
was 
Not kind. And even to deny the key! 

Car. Key! key! (Jlfter a t/Kment^s thought.) 

Ah! — ^yes — ^'tis so — ^I see it now — 
Oh! God! (He staggers^ supports himself on a chair and 

covers Ms face.) 

Eboli. (After some moments silence^ shrieks and falls.) 
Oh! horror! Oh! what have I done! 

Car. (Rising up: in agony.) 
Dash'd down so low from my high heav'n! Oh! Oh! 

Eboli. (Hiding her face on a cushion.) 
What a disclosure! 

Car. (Kneeling before her.) Pm not guilty. Princess-^ 
A strange mistake — ^by heaven, I'm not guilty. 

Eboli. (Pushing him from her.) 
Away — ^for God's sake, leave me — 
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Car. Leave you thus! 

In such a dreadful agitation? Never! 

Ebou. From magnanimity, from pity, leave me! 
Wish you io murder me? I hate your sight! 

{Carlos is going.) 
My key, my letter — give them back to me.-^ 
Where is the other letter? 

Car. Other? What 

Other? 

Eboli. That from the King. 

Car. From whom? 

Eboli. The one 

I gave you. 

Car. From the King? To whom? To you? 

Eboli. O! heav'n! how dreadfully have I involved 
Myself! — ^The letter! Give it me! I must 
Have back that letter. 

Car. Letter from the King 

To you? 

Eboli. The letter! In the name of all 
That's holy! 

Car. That which is t' unmask the King — 

That one? 

Eboli. I am undone! Oh! give it me! 

Car. The letter! 

Eboli. {Wringi$ig her 1umd$) 

Oh! my folly! niuiher has 
It led me! 

Cab. That came firom the KingF-'TaSy Fmeem^ 
That dangles all indeed. ThatisadeM^ 

{JBMkig U up trhmfkoMiljf.) 
A predoDB, an invalnaiUe leHtex^ 
Whidi all Ifae oowns of PUl^ aie too 
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Too worthless, to redeem. — That letter I 
Retain. 
Eboli. ( Throwing herself in his way as he is going.) 
I'm lost! OhI heav'n! Pm lost! 

(Exit Carlos.) 



SCENE IX. 

The Princess alone. 

(She stands for a moment bewildered^ and then goes 
hastily in the direction Carlos has gone^ endeavoring to 
call him hack.) 

Eboli. Prince, yet a word. Prince, hear me — ^Prince — 
he's gone! 
And he despises me! that too! I stand 
Here lonely and deserted — slighted — scom'd— 
Thrust away.— 

( She sinks doton on a seat. After a pause.) 
No, supplanted only — yes, 
Supplanted hy a rival: douht there's none— 
He loves. He has himself confest. But, whom? — 
This much is clear — ^he loves where he should not. 
He fears detection. From the King he'd hide 
His passion. Wherefore from the King? — Or is't 
The father not he dreads there? When the King's 
Licentious wishes were disclos'd to him. 
His looks heam'd exultation — he rejoic'd 
As though some rare good fortune had befalPn him. 
Why was his rigid virtue silent here? 
Here? Just here? What has he to gain thereby 
If to the Queen — 
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(She stops as if struck by a sudden thought — then 
snatches from her bosom the ribbon she had taken from 
Carlos, looks at it for a moment, and recognises it) 

Oh fooU fool! Now, at last — 
Where were my senses? Now my eyes are opened. 
Long had they lov'd, before the monarch chose her. 
Never without her did the Prince see me. 
She then was meant when I believ'd myself 
So warmly, so unboundedly ador'd. 
Oh! an unparallePd delusion! And 
My weakness I've betray'd — 

(She remains silent for a moment,) 

That he should love 
Without a hope! I can't believe it. Love 
That's hopeless, in this conflict had succumb'd. 
To revel where the mightiest monarch sighs 
Unheard!— Such sacrifices, hopeless love 
Makes not. How tenderly he press'd me to 
His beating heart! How ardent was his kiss! 
The trial was*too perilous and bold 
For the romantic constancy that has 
No hope of a retum.-r-He takes the key. 
Which he persuades himself the Queen has s^at — 
Believes in this gigantic step of love — 
And comes — ^yes, comes! — ^He thinks then, Philip's wife 
Is capable of such a mad resolve. 
How could he think so, were there not strong proof 
To give encouragement? 'Tis evident. 
He's listen'd to. She loves. This saint too loves! 

How subtile is she! I myself, I trembled 

'Fore the stem image of this virtue. She 
Beside me tower'd up a loftier being: 
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Her light dimmM mine. Her beauty I begrudgM 

This high repose, free from the motions of 

Infirm mortality. And this repose 

Was only show? She'd have a double joy — 

And wearing outwardly the garb 

Of virtue, dare to taste by stealth the cup 

Of vice? And may she? Shall the hypocrite 

Succeed, and do it with impunity? 

Succeed, because there's no avenger? — ^No, 

By heav'n! I worship'd her — that asks revenge. 

The King shall know her treachery — ^the King? 

{After a paiise.) 
Yes — ^that's a way to reach his ear. 



SCENE X. 

An apartment in the ^palace. 
Duke Alba. Domingo. 

DoM. What is't you wish to say to me? 

Alba. I have 

To-day made a discovery on which 
I wish some explanation. 

DoM. Ah! — of what? 

Alba. Prince Carlos and myself this morning met 
In th' antichamber of the Queen. Words pass'd-— 
We both ^ew warm — the Prince insulted me — 
Our swords were out — ^the Queen, drawn by the noise, 
Suddenly enter'd, threw herself between us, 
And with commanding confidence of mien 
Look'd at the Prince^ — ^it was a single look. — 
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His arm is numbM — ^he hastens up to me— - 
Embraces me with warmth — and disappears. 

DoM. {After a pause,) 
That is suspicious. You remind me, Duke. 
In my mind too like thoughts have long since risen; 
But I repress'd them, thinking them but dreams. 
To no one have I breath'd them. Doubtful friends 
Are two-edg'd swords; I fear such. Difficult 
' Tis to discriminate 'mongst men— still more, 
To comprehend them. Words once spoken, are 
Offended confidants: hence, I conceal'd 
My secret until time should urge it forth. 
There are some services 'tis hazardous 
To do for kings: a ventur'd blow that fails 
Its mark, recoils upon the striker. What 
I say, I would take oath to on a host: 
And yet, the testimony of an eye, — 
A word caught up, — ^a slip of paper, falls 
Heavier i' th' scale than my most firm conviction. 
Curst luck that we are here on Spanish ground. 

Alba. Why so? 

DoM. In ev'ry other court there's scope 

For passion to forget itself; while here 
'Tis wam'd by watchful laws. For Spanish Queens 
To err is difficult, — ^that's true, — and yet, 
Unfortunately, only there — just there. 
Where best 'twould serve our purpose to detect them. 

Alba. Hear further. Carlos had an interview 
This morning with the King. He ask'd to have 
The government of Flanders. Earnestly 
And loudly did l^e ask. One hour the audience 
Lasted. I heard it from the cabinet. 
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The Prince's eye was red with weeping, when 

I met him going out. Soon after thig 

I saw him with a look of trimnph. He 

Rejoices that the King selected me. 

He thanks him for it. Things are changM, he says, 

And for the better. Play the hypocrite 

He never could: how shall I then adjust 

These contradictions? He is glad to be 

Supplanted, and the King bestows on me 

A favor with the tokens of displeasure! 

What must I think?-— In truth, this honor looks 

More like a relegation than a favor. 

DoH. Is't come to this? To this? And shall one hour 
Cast down what we've been years in building up? 
And you so tranquil— so indiff'rent? Know 
Tou this youth? Dream you what awaits us, if 
The Prince gets power? — I am not his foe. 
Far other cares disquiet me — cares for 
The throne, for Grod, arid for his church. The Prince 
(I know him — I see through him) entertains 
A fearful scheme. Toledo, the mad scheme 
To be made Regent, and dispense then with 
Our holy faith. — His soul's intensely fir'd 
With a new virtue which, secure and proud. 
And self-sufficient, needs no aid of faith. — 
He thinks! His brain is heated with a strange 
Chimera: — he respects mankind: — ^would he. 
Duke, answer for our King? 

Alba. Mere dreams — ^naught else. 

Perhaps, too, youthful pride, that longs to play 
A part. All this will vanish when he comes 
To wield a sceptre. 
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DoM. That I doubt. He's proud 

Of liberty — ^unus'd to that constraint 
Through which alone, we're fitted for command. 
Suits he our throne? This daring giant mind 
Will rend the cords of our state policy. 
In vain I tried t' exhaust in luxury 
His dauntless mettle. He withstood the trial. « 

Mighty within this body is this spirit.*— 
And Philip counts now almost three score years. 
Alba. Your views reach far. 
DoM. He and the Queen are one. 

Already works within the breast of both, 
The poison of reform — as yet conceaPd: 
But soon enbugh, if it gain scope, 'twill seize 
The throne. I know this Yalois. We must dread 
The fullest vengeance of this secret ifoe, 
If Philip weakly, wavers. Fortune yet^ 
Befriends us. Move we quickly — and both fall 
In one snare. But a hint thrown to the King — 
Prov'd, or not prov'd, no matter: much is gain'd ^ 
Already, if he doubts. We two doubt not. 
He that's himself convinc'd convinces others 
Easily. We'll not fail to find out more, 
If we are sure beforehand that we shall. 

Alba. But now, of all the most important:— who 
Shall take upon himself t' inform the King? 

DoM. Nor you nor I. Learn then how long, engross'd 
With this great scheme, my silent industry 
Has wrought for its accomplishment To our 
Confed'racy is wanting yet the third. 
And most important ally. — ^Philip loves 
The Princess Eboli. I feed his passion 
8 
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Which aids my plan. I am his messenger. 
Her I prepare too for our scheme. Succeed 
My labors-^in this maiden we shall have 
A potent ally, aye, a very queen. 
Ev'n now herself has hither summoned me. 
My hopes are strong. A Spanish girl will snap, 
Perhaps, these Valois lilies in one night. 

Alba. What hear I? Is it truth I've just now heard.^ 
By heav'nl you fill me with astonishment* 
That hlow is finishing. Dominican, 
I look at you with admiration! Now, 
Our game is sure. 

DoM. Who comes? — ^Tis she— 'tis shef 

Alba. I will be near. 

DoM. Tis well— Pll call you. 

(Earit Alha.) 



SCENE XI. 
Princess Eboli. Domingo. 

DoM. At your commands, my Princess. 

Eboli. Are we not 

Alone perhaps? You have, as I perceive, 
Another witness with you. 

DoM. How? 

Eboli. Who was't 

That just now went from you? 

DoM. The Duke of Alba, 

Who craves pennission after me, to be 
Admitted to your presence, gracious Princess. 
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Eboli. Duke Alba? What will he? What can he 
wish? 
Know you perchance? 

DoM. I? — ^And before I learn, 

To what important incident I owe 
The happiness so long desirM in vain, 
Once more t' approacji the Princess Eboli? 

{After a pause,) expecting her answer,) 
Whether aught finally has come to pass, 
That pleads now for the wishes of the King? 
Whether with reason I have cherished hope, 
That better meditation would dispose 
You to an offer, which caprice alone 
And wilfulness rejected? I am full 
Of expectation. 

Eboli. Brought you to the King 

My last reply? 

DoM. As yet I have delayed 

To give him such a deadly wound. There's time, 
Most gracious Princess, yet to soften it. 

Eboli. Say to the King, I wait for him. 

DoM. Dare I 

My lovely Princess, look on that as truth? 

Eboli. Not surely as a jest.?— ♦Now, on my life, 
Tou make me anxious. What then have I done. 
That you — e'en you turn pale? 

DoM. Such a surprise 

Princess — scarce can I comprehend it — 

Eboli. No, 

Most rev'rend Sir; nor should you. For the wealth 
Of all the world, I would not that you should. 
Enough for you, that it is so. Nor seek 
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To fathom to whose eloquence you owe 
This change— 'twere idle labor. For your peace 
I add) that in this sin you have no part: 
No, nor the church — although you prov'd to me. 
There might be cases, where, for higher ends 
The church could take upon herself to use 
The lH)dies ev'n of her young daughters. — 
Such pious reasons, rev'rend Sir, are much 
Too deep for me. 

DoM. I 'take them. Princess, back, 

Most willingly, if they're no longer heeded. 

Eboli. I charge you, tell the King from me, that he 
Must not mistake me in this matter. What 
I was, I still am. But the face of things 
Has since then chang'd. When I indignantly 
Repuls'd his offer, I beliey'd him happy 
In the possession of a beauteous Queen — 
Believ'd the faithful wife deserving of 
My sacrifice. That I believ'd then — ^then. 
Now, forsooth, I know better. 

DoM. Ah.^ Proceed, 

Princess, proceed! I hear — ^we understand 
Each other. 

Eboli. She's found out. I will no longer 
Spare her. The wily thief is caught. Tiie King, 
All Spain, and me, has she deceiv'd. She loves. 
I know it, that she loves. I bring such proofs, 
Shall make her quake. The monarch is betray'd — 
He shall not be so unreveng'd. The mask 
Of lofty superhuman self-denial 
I will tear from her, that the world may note 
Her guilty brow. 'Twill cost me a great price, 
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But (that delights me, that's my triumph) her 
A greater. 

DoM. AlPs now ripe. Permit me now 
To call the Duke. {Goes out.) 

Eboli. (jistonishedJ) What means he? 



SCENE XII. 
Princess Eboli. Alba. Domingo. 

DoM. (Leading in the Duke,) 
B^e Alba, our intelligence arrives 
Too late. The Princess Eboli reveals 
To us a' secret she was just about 
To learn from us. 

Alba. My visit will the less 

Surprise her then. I trust not my own eyes: 
Discoveries like this require a woman's. 

Eboli. Discoveries? — 

DoM. We wish to know what place, 

What better hour, you, gracious Princess — 

Eboli. Well— 

At noon to-morrow Pll expect you. I 
Have reasons not to hide this guilty secret 
Longer — ^nor to conceal it from the King. 

Alba. 'Twas that which brought me hither. Instantly 
The King must know it — and through you, through you. 
Princess. Whom else would he believe, if not 
The close and watchful playmate of his wife? 

DoM. Whom else but you, who can as soon as you 
Desire it, govern him unboundedly? 
8*' 
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Alba. I'm known to be the Prince's enemy. 

DoM. And I am thought to be so. Princess, you 
Are free. Where we two must be silent, duties 
Force you to speak, the duties of your office. 
The King escapes us not: — ^let but your hints 
First move him — we will then complete the work. 

Alba. But soon, immediately, it must be done. 
Moments are precious. Ev'ry hour may bring 
To me the order for departure hence. 

DoM. ( Thiming to the Princess^ after a pause.) 
U letters- could be found? — Of great effect 
Would be here letters from the Prince, if such 
Could be obtain'd. — Let's see— yes— is't not so— 
You sleep in the same chamber with the Queen? 

Eboli. Adjoining her's: — but what of that? 

DoM. If one 

Could open locks!— Perhaps you've noted where 
She keeps her casket key? 

Eboli. {Reflecting.) That might lead on 
To something.— -Yes— the key, I think, could be 
Come at. — 

DoM. And letters need a messenger. — 
Th' attendance of the Queen is large. — If we 
Could light upon a trace! — Gold can do much— 

Alba. Who are the Prince's confidants? 

DoM. He has 

In all Madrid not one. 

Alba. That's strange. 

DoM. 'Tis ,true: 

I'll vouch for't. He despises the whole court. 
I have my proofs thereof. 

Alba. Yet hold — ^it now 
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Occurs to me, that as I issued from 
The Queen's apartment, I observ'd the Prince 
Was talking to one of her pages — and 
They spoke in secret — 

Eboli. {Suddenly interrupting Mm») 

No — Oh! no — that was — 
That was of something else. 

DoM. Can we know that? — 

No, 'tis suspicious. ( To the Duke.) 

And knew you the page? 

Eboli. Some trifle— nothing more. I know what 
'twas — 
We shall then meet again before I see 
The King. — ^Meanwhile much may be brought to light. 

DoM. {Leading her on one ttide.) 
And may the monarch hope? May I announce 
It to him? Yes? And too the happy hour 
That is at last to bring th' accomplishment 
Of his desires? 

Eboli. I will, in a few days, 

Feign sickness: from the person of the Queen 
I shall be separated — as you know. 
This is the custom of our court— and then 
ril keep to my apartment. 

DoM. Happy thought! 

Won now is our great game. We may defy 
All Queens. 

Eboli. I'm call'd— >I must attend the Queen. 

(Hurries out.) 
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SCENE XIII. 

Alba. Domingo. 

DoM. (Jlfter a pause in which he has followed the 
Princess with his eyes.) 
These roses, and your battles, Dukp. 

Alba. And thy 

Religion, Priest— I'll bide the blow shall shake us. 

(Exeunt.) 



SCENE XIV. 

j9 Carthusian Monastery. 

Don Carlos. The Prior. 

Car. CEntering.) 
Been here already say you? That's unlucky. 

Prior. For the third time, this morning. 'Tis an hour 
Ago he went away. 

Car. But he'll return? 

Left he not word he would? 

Prior. Fore noon, he promis'd. 

Car. (Going to the window and looking out.) 
Your monast'ry lies far off from the road. 
Yonder are turrets of Madrid still vis'ble. 
Yes, just soy— and here flows the Mansanar^s, 
The landscape is just such as I desire. 
All here is quiet as a secret. 

Prior. As . 

The entrance to another world. 



Scene XIV.] ' DON CARLOS. 98 

Car. To your 

Integrity, my worthy Sir, I have 
Confided what to me is dear, is sacred 
'Bove all things. Mortal must not know, nor ev'n 
Suspect, who 'tis I've met here secretly. 
I have the weightiest reasons to deny 
Before the world, the man whom I expect. 
Therefore, I chose this monast'ry. Against 
Betrayers, 'gainst surprise are we secure? 
Rememher you what you have sworn? 

Prior. Confide 

In us, most gracious Sir. Suspicion, ev'n 
Of Kings, will not pry into graves. The ear 
Of curiosity harks at the door 
Of fortune and of passion. In these walls 
Ceases the world. 

Car. Think you, perhaps, behind 

"This fear there lurks a guilty conscience? 

Prior. I 

Think naught. 

Car. You err, good father, of a truth, 

You err. My secret hides itself from men, 
But not from God. 

Prior. My son, of small account 

Is that to us. To guilt and innocence 
Alike is this asylum open ever. 
Whether what you design, be good or ill. 
Honest or siitftd — ^that adjust with your 
Own heart 

Car. (With warmth,) What we conceal cannot profane 
Your God. It is his noblest work. — Indeed, 
To you I may reveal it. 
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Prior. To what end? 

Spare me, dear Prince. The world and all its baggage 
Has long lain seal'd up 'gainst my last great journey. 
Why open it again for the short term 
Ere my departure? — 'Tis not much one needs 
For blessedness. — ^The bell calls me to pray'r. 

(ExU,) 



SCENE XV. 

Don Carlos. Marquis Posa, enters. 

Car. At last, at last — 

PosA. What trial for a friend's 

Impatience. Twice the sun went down and rose, 
Since Charles' fate was fix'd: and only now 
I learn it. Speak: you're reconcil'd? 

Car. Who? 

PosA. Thou 

And the King. And with Flanders, too, 'tis settled? 

Car. Yes, that the Duke sets off to-morrow on 
His journey thither. 

PosA. Can that be? 'TIS not. 

Is all Madrid deceiv'd? 'Tis said, you had 
A private audience; and the King — 

Car. Remain'd 

Unmov'd. We are forever separated — 
More than we were before. 

PosA. Thou dost not go 

To Flanders? 

Car. No: No, 

PosA. Oh! my hope! 
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Car. Of that 

Hereafter. — Since we parted, what have I 
Gone through! But first of all, thy counsel, I 
Must speak with her — 

PosA. Thy mother? No: — ^for what? 

Car. I've hope. — ^Thou tumest pale? Becalm. I shall 
Be happy. But of that some other time. — 
Devise thou now how I may speak with her. 

PosA. What mean'st thou? Whence is this new 
fever dream? 

Car. No dream — ^by Heav'n, no. Truth— yes truth, 
contain'd 
In this important document. 
{Taking out the letter from the King to Princess Eholi.) 

The Queen 
Is free — ^free in the eyes of men and heav'n. 
There, read; and cease to wonder. 

FosA. ( Opening the letter.) What? What see I 
The King's own hand? {Jlfter he has read the letter.) 

To whom's this letter? 

Car. To 

The Princess Eboli. Fore yesterday, a page 
Of the Queen, brings to me from unknown hands 
A letter and a key. In the left wing 
0' th' palace where the Queen's at present lodg'd, 
Is pointed out a cabinet wherein, 
A lady waits for me whom Pve long lov'd. 
Immediately upon this hint I went — 

PosA. Madman! thou went'st? 

Car. I know the writing not, 

'Tis true— I know but one such woman. Who 
But she can think herself by me ador'd? 



i 



/ 



96 DON CARLOS. [Act II. 

To the spot, giddy with delight, I fly. 
A heav'nly music, from within the room 
Somiding invitingly, serv'd me as guide: — 
I enter: — ^Whom do I behold? conceive ' 
MyTiorror! 

PosA. Oh! I guess it all. 

Car. Without 

Deliverance was I lost, had not I falPn 
Into an angePs hands. — A strange and most 
Unfortunate mistake!*-DeIuded by 
Th' imprudent language of my looks, did she 
Surrender to the sweet belief that she 
Was th' idol of these looks: and by my soul's 
Still sufferings affected, her soft h^art. 
With thoughtless magnanimity, persuades 
Her to requite my love. Believing that 
My silence came from my respect for her. 
Herself with boldness broke it — and laid bare 
To me her lovely soul— 

PosA. And that dost thou 

Thus calm relate? — The Princess Eboli 
Saw through thee. There can be no doubt that to 
The inmost secret of thy love, her keen 
Perception reach'd. Thou'st deeply wounded her. 
She rules the King. 

Car! (Confidently,) She's virtuous. 

PosA. She is so 

From selfishness of love. This virtue I 
Do dread: I know it well. How far it is 
From tow'ring to th' ideal purity. 
That, with a proud and lovely grace invested, 
From out the souPs rich nurturing soil springs up 
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Spontaneous, and without the tiller^s care 

Puts forth luxuriant bloom! It is a twig 

Of foreign growth, in a bleak clunate forcM 

To bud with imitated warmth. Resolve 

It as thou wilt:— calPt culture, principle^ — 

An innocence acquired — ^with cunning and 

Hard conflict wrung from heated blood, and with 

A scrupulous exactness chargM upon 

Th' account that's kept with heav'n. Refleci!<^*will she 

Be able ever to forgive the Queen, 

That a man slighted her own hard eam'd virtue, 

To be cOnsum'd by hopeless passion for 

Don Philip's wife? 

Car. Know'st thou so well the Princess? 

PosA. No: seldom have I seen her. Tet, she seem'd 
To me to shun with skill the nakedness 
Of vice— to be too concious of her virtue. 
But the Queen:— there. Oh! Charles, how dif 'rent all 
I saw.jln native, tranquil dignity. 
With careless ease, with natural elegance 
Of port, alike remov'd from boldness and 
Timidity, with steady gait, she walks 
The middle pathway of propriety, 
Unknowing of the admiration she 
Attracts, where she ne'er dreamt of self approval. 
My Carlos, dost thou in this mirror see 
Thy Eboli*— dost recognize her here? 
The Princess was unmov'd, because she lov'd: 
Her virtue was a contract made with love. , 
Thou'st not rewarded it— it falls. 

Car. ( With warmth.) No: No. 

I tell thee, no. — ^Ob! knew my Roderick 
9 



i 



98 DON CARLOS. [Act II. 

How rarely it beseems him, thus to rob me ' 
Of the divinest happiness — belief 
In hmnan excellence. 

PosA. Deserve I that? ' 

No, dearest of my soul, that would I not— • 
By Heav'n I would not Oh! this Eboli! 
She were an angel, and like thee would I 
With admiration worship her, had she — 
Not learnt thy secret. 

Car. See, how idle is 

Thy fear! Has she then other proofs than such 
As shame herself? And will she, think'st thou, buy 
The melanchoUy pleasure of revenge 
With her own honor? 

PosA. To ef&ce a blush, 

Have many giv'n themselves to ignominy. ' 

Car. No, that's too bitter—- cruel. She is proud 
And noble. Well I know her, and fear naught. 
In vain thou seek'st to fright my hopes. PU see 
My mother. 

PosA. Now? — ^For what? 

Car. I have no more 

A motive for forbearance — I must know 
My fate. Contrive how I may speak with her. 

PosA. And thou wilt show to her this letter? that 
Thou'lt do? 

Car. Of that do'nt question me. The means. 
The means of seeing her. 

PosA. (Significantly.) Didst thou not isay, 
Thou lovMst thy mother? — ^Wilt thou show to her 
This letter? ( Carlos casts his eyes down and is silent.) 
Carlos, in thy looks I read 
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Something, quite new to me — until this hour, 

Quite foreign. — ^Dost thou turn thy eyes away.^ 

'Tis true then? — ^Let me see: did I read- right? 

(Carlos gives him the letter. The Marquis tear^ it up.) 

Car. What! — art thou mad? (In a moderate tone.) 

In truth — I grant it — I 
Set much store by that letter. 

PosA. So it seem'd. 

Therefore I tore it, 

( The Marquis feces his eyes on the Prince who looks at 
him doubtfully. Long silence.) 
Tell me — ^what then has 
The profanation of the royal bed 
To do with thy — thy love? What tie can join 
The husband's violated duties with 
Thy bolder hopes? Has he sinn'd there where thou 
Dost love? — I understand thee now. Oh! much 
Have I mista'en the nature of thy love! 

Car. How, Roderick? What think'st thou? 

PosA. Oh! I feel 

How differently I must henceforth view thee. 
Yes— once, once, 'twas quite otherwise. Thou wert 
So full, so warm, so gen'rous. In thy breast 
There was then room for a whole universe. 
All that is gone — all swisdlow'd up by one. 
One single passion, by one selfishness — 
One little selfishness. Thy heart is witherM. 
No tears more for the mighty int'rests of 
The provinces — no, not a tear! Oh! Charles, 
How poor thou art become, how beggar-poor, 
Smce thou lov'st no one but thyself. 
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^ 

Car. ( Throws himself on a seat^ and can toith diffi^ 
culty refrain from weeping.) 

I know 
That thou no more esteem'st me. 

PosA. Not SO) Charles. 

I understand this ebullition. Tis > 

But the misguidance of commend'ble feelings. 
The Queen was thine — and by the King was robb'd 
From thee: — ^but yet, till now, in modesty 
Mistrustest thou thy rights. Don Philip might 
Perhaps be worthy of her. Inwardly 
Thou scarcely even venturM to decide. 
This letter left no room for doubt. Thou art 
The worthiest With proud joy thou saw'st now Fate 
Of tyranny and robbery convicted. 
Rejoice, didst thou, that thou wert th' injurM one: — 
Great souls are flatter'd by enduring wrong. 
But here thy fancy went astray. Thy pride 
Was satisfied — ^thy heart indulged in hope. 
See— I knew well that thou wert self-deceiv'd. 

Car. No, Roderick — so noble thought I not. 
By far not, as thou wishest to persuade me. 

PosA. Know'st thou me then so little? Carlos, when 
Thou err'st, I always seek to which one of 
Thy many virtues I can charge the fault.—- 
Now that we understand each other better, 
Thou shalt speak to the Queen — ^thou must speak to her. 

Car. (Embracing him.) 
Oh! How I blush beside thee! 

PosA. Thou hast here 

My word. Now leave the rest to me. A thought 
As bold as happy rises in my mind: — 
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Thou, Charles, shalt hear it from another mouth. 

I will obtain an audience of the Queen. 

Perhaps to-morrow s)iows us the result. 

Till then, remember, that an enterprise 

Which reason plann^d^ and mankincPs suffering urges; 

Though baffled thousand times^ must never he 

Abandoned, Hear'st thou? Bemember Flanders. 

Car. All, all, that thou and virtue may impose. 

PosA. 'Tis time to part. I hear thy followers. 

( They embrace.) 
Crown-Prince and vassal now again. 

Car. Thou go'st 

To town. 

PosA. Immediately. 

Car. Stop— yet a word. 

How near was that forgotten! Information 
That is important: — ^Letters sent to Flanders 
Are open'd by the King. Be on thy guard. 
The Office of the Post has secret orders — 
I know it has. 

PosA. How leam'st thou that? 

Car. Don Raymond 

Of Taxis is my friend. 

PosA. Ah! Is it so! 

They must then go through Germany. 

( JTiey go out at different doors.) 

IN 



9* 



ACT in. 

SCENE I. 

The King's hedrchamher. 

Tm lights are an a table. In the haek-graund several 
Pages asleep on their knees. The King^ half dressed, 
is standing before the table with one arm leaning (mer 
a chair in an attitude of thought. On a table He a 
miniature and some papers. 

King. That she was ever an enthusiast — that 
Is certain. Never could I give her love: 
Yet — seem'd she e'er to feel the want? Tis clear- 
She's &lse. (He makes a movement that rouses him from 

his reverie, and looks up with surprise.) 
Where am I? Js the King alone 
Awake here? — ^What? The lights burnt down so low? 
And not yet day? I have foregone my sleep. 
Account it, nature, as received. A King 
Has not time to repair lost slumber. Now 
I am awake-^it must be day. 

{He puts out the lights and opens a window curtain. In 
walking up and down he observes the sleeping pages, 
and stops for some time before them: he thenrings the bell) 

Are all 
In th' anti-chamber too asleep perhapsE 
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SCENE II. 
The Kino. Count Lerma. 

Lerma. (Starting as he observes the King.) 
Your Majesty's not well? 

Kino. In the left wing 

C th' palace there was fire. You heard th' alarm? 

Ler. No, Sire. 

Kino. No? llow? Have I then only dreamt? 

That caimot be mere chance. 'Tis in that wing 
That sleeps the Queen, is't not? 

Ler. Yes Sire 

Kino. The dream 

Affrights me. Let the guards be doubled there 
Hereafter — ^hear you — as soon as H is night: — 
But secretly— quite secretly. — I will 
Not have it that.— You search me with your looks? 

Ler. I see an eye inflam'd that begs for rest. 
May I be bold, and of a precious life 
Remind your Majesty, remiiid you of 
Your subjects who with pain'd surprise would read 
In such looks, traces of a sleepless night. — 
But two short morning hours of sleep-^ 

Kino. Sleep, sleep! 

I'll find it in th' Escurial. The while 
He sleeps, the King has parted with his crown*- 
The man with his wife's heart.— No: no. 'Tis slander. — 
Was't not a woman whisper'd it to me? 
Woman, thy name is slander, — ^Till a man 
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Vouches the crime, it is not certain. 

( To the Pages who in the mean time have woke up,) 

Call . 
Duke Alba. — Count, come nearer. Is it true? 

(He stdnds before the Count looking at him intently,) 
Oh! for one moment only of omniscience!—- 
Swear: — is it true. Am I betray'd? Am I? 
Is't true? 

Ler. My noble, gracious King — 

King. King! King! 

Nothing but King! — ^No better answer than 
An empty hollow echo? On this rock 
I strike, and ask for water, water for 
My fever-thirst: — ^he gives me molten gold. 

Ler. What's true, my King? 

Kino. Naught^ naught. Now leave me. Go* 

( The Count is going: the King calls him back,) 
You're married? Are a father? Yes? 

Ler. Yes Sire. 

Kino. Married, and dare you with your King to watch 
A night. Your hair is silver'd — ^yet you are 
So bold, and trust the honor of your wife? 
Go home— go home. You will just catch her in 
Th' incestuous embraces of your son. 
Believe your King — go. Startled are you? Me 
You look at with significan(^e? Because 
I, I too have gray hairs? Bethink you, wretch. 
Qjaeens stain their virtue not. You die, if you 
But doubt — 

Ler. ( With warmth,) 

Who can do that? In all your realm, 
Who is so bold, with poisonous distrust 
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To breathe upon her angel purity? 
The l)est of Queens — 

King. The best? So, your best too? 

She has warm friends around me, I perceive. 
That must have cost her much, — more than I knew 
She had to give. — ^You may retire. And send 
The Duke. 

Ler. I hear him in the anti-chamber, 

(Is about to go,) 

King. (In a mild tone,) 
Count, what you fu-st remarkM, is true. My brain 
Is heated from a sleepless night Forget 
What in my waking dream I spoke. You bear? 
Forget it. I am still your gracious King. 
{He reaches his hand to him to kiss. Lerma retires and 
opens the door to the Dvke of Alba.) 



SCENE III. 

The King. Dvke Alba. 

LBA. (Approaching the King with a doubtful look. 

Aside.) So unexpected a command — and at 

This hour? (He starts as he observes the King more clo^ly.) 

This look, too — 

King. (Has seated himself and taken up the miniature 

from the table. He looks at the Dvke some 

time in silence,) 

'Tis then true? I have 
No faithful servant? 

Alba. ( With embarrassment) How? 

King. Most fatally 
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Have I been injured — and they knew it: yet, 
Not one to warn me! 

Alba. ( With a look of astonishment,) 

Injury! The which 
Concerns my King, and has escaped my eye? 

King. {Showing him the letters,) 
Know you this hand? 

Alba. It is Don Carlos' hand. 

{A pause^ during which the King fixes his eyes keenly on 

the Duke.) 

Kino. Suspect you naught then yet? 'Gainst his 
ambition 
You've wam'd me:— was it only this, but this, 
I had to fear? 

Alba. Ambition is a great, 

A comprehensive word, of boundless import. 

Kino. And have you nothing to reveal to me? 

Alba. {After a pause,) 
Your Majesty entrusted to my care 
And watchfulness the kingdom. To the kingdom 
I'm bound to yield my inmost thought, and all 
I^now. What else I do suspect, believe. 
Or know, belongs to me alone. There are 
Sacred possessions \^hich the slave that's sold. 
As well as vassal, may withhold e'en from 
The monarchs of the eartli. Not all that's clear 
To me, is ripe enough for my King's ear. 
But if he will be satisfied, I then 
Must pray him not to ask as master. 

Kino. {Gives him the letters,) Read. 

Alba. {Reads them^ and then turns to the King with a 
look of horror,) 
Wliat madman gave my King this cursed letter? 
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King. What' You thep know who 'tis is meant therein? 
I know the name's not mention'd in the letter. 

Alba. ( Stepping hack confused.) 
I -was too quick. 

King. You know? 

Alba. My King conmiands 

I dare no longer to be silent. I 
Deny it not — I know who 'tis. 

King. Dread God 

Of vengeance, help me find out a new death? 
So clear, so world-observ'd, so open is 
The intercouse, that search is needless, and 
At once 'tis guess'd. > That is too much — ^too much. 
And Pm the last to know of it — the last 
In my whole realm — 

Alba. ( Throws himself at the King^sfeet.) 

Yes, gracious King, I grant 
That I am guilty. I'm asham'd to own 
That coward prudence counsel'd silence, where 
My sov'reign's honor, truth, and justice, cried 
Aloud to me to speak. But as there's none 
Will break the silence— as the charm of beauty 
Ties all men's tongues— so be it ventur'd then: 
111 speak, although I know a son's averments — 
A wife's seductive charms and tears— 

King., Rise up. 

You have my Kingly word. Rise up, and speak 
Fearless. , 

Alba. Your Majesty remembers yet, 
Perhaps, what happen'd at Aranjuez. 



108 DON CARLOS. [Act 11 

Ton found the Queen deserted by her ladies, 
Alone, embarrass'd, in an arbor. 

King. Ha» 

What is't I hear! Go on. 

Alba. The Marchioness 

Of Mondecar, was banish'd from the realm, 
Because she had the magnanimity 
Quickly to sacrifice herself, to save 
Her Queen., We now have information, that 
The Marchioness did but as she was order'd. 
The Prince had been there. 

Ring. Been there? 

Alba. In the sand 

The footsteps of a man were clearly trac'd 
From the left entrance of this arbor to 
A grotto, where was found a kerchief which 
The Prince had lost. This rous'd at once suspicion. 
A gard'ner had there met the Prince, and just 
At the same time, by computation, when 
Your Majesty appeared in th' arbor. 

King. And 

She wept, when I express'd astonishment' 
In presence of my court she made me blush! 
Blush for myself! By heav'n, I stood before 
Her virtue like a convict. — 
{A long silence. The King sits down and ewers his face 

Yes, Duke Alba,— 
You're right, — ^to something dreadful might that lead. 
Leave me a moment to myself. 

Alba. My King, 

That is not yet sufficient to decide — 
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Kino. (Snatching up the papers.) 
Nor this? Nor this? Nor the loud consonance 
Of damning proofs? Oh! 'tis as clear as day: — 
What I have long since known. The crime ev'n then 
Began, when in Madrid I from yonr hands 
Receiv'd her first. I see her now — all pale, 
Her looks of terror — ^fix'd on my grey hairs. 
There the false play began* 

Alba. la his young mother 

Died to the Prince a bride* Already they 
Had lulPd themselves with wishes, mutually 
Indulged in passionate desires, the which 
Her new estate forbade. — O'ercome was fear — > 
Fear, which accompanies the first confession. 
And bolder spoke seduction in the guise 
Of innocent remembrances. United 
Through harmony of feeling and of years; 
Alike indignant at coercion; both 
More boldly passion^s impulses obeyed. 
Their inclinations policy repressM. 
Is it to be believ'd, my King, that she 
Assented to this state authority? 
That she subdued desire, to scan the choice 
Of state nu>re narrowly? She was prepar'd 
For love, and she receiv'd— « diadem. 

Kino. (In an offended and hitter tone.) 
Most wisely, Duke, do you discriminate — 
And I admire your eloquence. I thank you. 
(Rising: with coldness and pride*} 
You're right. The Queen has err'd to hide from me 
Letters of such an import— to conceal 
From me th' appearance of the Prince i' the garden. 
10 
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From a mistaken magnanimity 

She err'd. And I shall know how to reprove her. 

{He pulls the belL) 
Duke Alba, I no longer need your presence. 

Alba. Have I, through zeal, displeas'd your MajesQr 
A second time? 

Kino. (To a page who enters.) 

Go call Domingo— I 
Forgive you, that for nearly two whole minutes 
You made me fear a crime, that, 'gainst yourself 
May be committed. • {Exit Alha.) 



SCENE IV. 
The Kino. Dominoo. 

DoM. (Enters some minutes after the Duke has re-- 
tired. He approaches the King^ and looks at him for 
some time in grave silence,) 
How joyfully surprised I am to see 
Your Majesty so tranquil, so collected. 

Kmo. Surprised? 

DoM. Be heav'n thank'd my fear was then 

Unfounded. Now I may indulge the hope — 

Kino. Your fear? What was to fear? 

DoM. Your Majesty, 

may not hide, that I a^'eady know 
A secret^ 

Kino. {Sternly.) Have I then expressed the wish 
To share it with you? Who intrusively 
Has thus forestall'd me? By my soul, 'tis bold. 



/ 
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DoM. My King; the place, th' occasion where, the 
seal 
Under whose sanctity, I heard it — ^11 
Of this offence at least acquit me. 'Twas 
In the confessional to me confided— 
€!onfided as a crime that weigh'd upon 
Her tender conscience, who reveal'd it, and 
Who pardon sought of heav'n. Too late repents 
The Princess of a deed from which she dreads 
The fearful'st consequences for her Queen. 

Kino. Indeed? Kind soul!— You have conjectured 
right. 
Wherefore I summonM you. You must from out 
This gloomy lab'rinth lead me. Truth I hope 
From you. Speak frankly. What miist I believe, 
And what resolve.? 

DoM. If, Sire, the charity 

That suits my holy place, did not impose 
The gentle duty of forgiveness on me. 
Yet would I still beseech your Majesty- 
Beseech you for your peace's sake, to move 
No further in this business; to give up 
For ever search into a secret, whose 
Unravelment can never lead to good. 
What now is known, may be forgiv'n. A word 
From the King — and the Queen has never err'd. 
The monarch's will dispenses virtue, like 
As fortune — and the King's tranquillity 
Unruffled, only can the rumors still 
Which slander's shameless tongue now circulates. 

King. Rumors? Of me — among my people? 



112 DON CARLOS. [Act UI. 

DoM. lies: 

Accursed lies: I swear it. Yet, there are 
Some cases where the multitude's belief, 
Though ever so unfounded, comes to be 
As weighty as the truth. 

King. ' By heav'n! And here 

Precisely were it — 

DoM. Reputation is 

The precious, single good, in which the Queen 
Must emulate the cit'zen's wife — 

King. But that 

Is not endanger 'd here? 
{He fixes a doubting look on Domingo, After a pome,) 

Priest, something yet 
Of evil Pm to hear from thee. Speak out: 
Delay it not. Thy low'ring countenance 
Announces it. Speak: be it what it will. 
Let me no longer tremble on this rack. 
What then believes my people? 

DoM. Sire; once more — 

The people may be wrong — and is so, too. 
What it asserts should not affect the King: — 
Yet, — that it should have dar'd to go so far — 
T' assert such things— 

King. What things? Why must 1 ask 

So long but for a drop of poison? 

DoM. Sire, 

The people now recalls to mind the month 
Which brought your Majesty so near to death. 
In thirty weeks from that, the happy birth — 
{Hie King rises and rings the bell. The Dvke of Alba 

enters, Domingo astonished,) 
Your Majesty — 
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King. Toledo, thou'rt a man — 

Protect me 'gainst this Priest. 

(Domingo and the Duke exchange looks of perplexity. 

After a pause,) 

DoM.. Could we've foreseen 

That this intelligence would be reveng'd 
Upon the bearer — 

King, Bastard, did you say? 

Scarcely from death was I escap'd, you say, 
When she did feel herself a mother? — ^How? 
'Twas then, if I mistake not, that you gave 
In all the churches, to Saint Dominick, 
High praises for the miracle he wrought 
In me? — ^What then was miracle, is now 
No longer one? Or then, or now, you lied 
To me. What wish you that I should believe?— 
Oh! I see through you. The conspiracy 
Was not then ripe. If 't had been, then forsooth 
The saint had miss'd this fame. 

Alba. Conspiracy! 

Kino. And now again, with such a rare accord 
You meetdn your opinions, and have not 
A secret understanding? That you will 
Persuade me? Think you, I have not observ'd. 
How greedy and intent you are to leap 
Upon your prey? With what an appetite 
You've fed upon my grief, my anger's transports? 
That I've not noted how th^ Duke there bums 
With zeal, to draw the favor that is due 
My son, unto himself? How gladly, with 
My anger's giant arm, this holy man 
Would strike the petty blows of Im own epite? 
10* 



114 DON CARLOS. [Act ffl. 

Think you, I am the bow which you can bend 
At pleasure? — I have yet a will — and if 
I once begin to doubt — why, I'll begin 
With you. 

Alba. Such an interpreting as this 
Of our fidelity, we look'd not for. 

Kino. Fidelity! Fidelity does warn 
'Gainst threatn'd crime: — ^Revenge recalls the past. 
What can I gain by your ofiiciousness? 
Speak. — If what you announce is true; what else 
Is left me but the pain of separation — 
The melancholly triumph of revenge? 
But no: you but suspect: — ^you only give me 
Stag'ring conjectures. To th' abyss's edge 
You lead me, and there leave me. 

DoM. If the eye 

Can't be convinc'd, what other proofs are pos'ble? 

King. (After a long pause^ with solemmty turning to 
Domingo,) 
I will convene the Nobles of my realm, 
And sit myself in judgment. Stand you forth 
Before them — ^if you have the courage — and 
Arraign her as adult'ress. She shall die — 
She and the Prince shall die: — ^but mark you — if 
She be acquitted — ^you yourselves. With such 
An ofPring will you sacrifice to truth? 
Resolve. — ^You're silent? You will not? Yours is 
A liar's zeal. 

Alba. (Coldly and calmly.) I'll do it. 

Kino. ( Turning quickly round to the Duke.) 

That is bold^- 
And yet, in battle you have often risk'd 
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Your life for what's of much less value— with 
A gambler's rashness — for the bubble fame. 
And what to you is life? I'll not intrust 
The blood of Kings unto a madman, who 
Can hope for nothing but to end a life 
Of no account, with glory. I reject 
Your offer. Go: go — and await without 
My further orders. 

{Alba and Domingo go out,) 



SCENE V. 

The King alone. 

Now, Providence, vouchsafe to me a man. 

Much hast thou giv'n me — give me now a man. 

Thou— thou alone canst do it: for thy eyes 

They see what's hidden. I entreat thee — give 

To me a friend; for I am not as thou. 

Omniscient. Thou dost know what are to me 

The helpers thou'st appointed to me. What 

They're worth — ^they cost. Their slavish vices,' curb'd 

By power, serve my ends — just as thy storms 

Do purify the world. I've need of truth. 

Tis not the lot of Kings to strike upon 

Her silent sources through the heavy heaps 

Of error. As an aid to me to find her, 

Give me a man with pure and open heart, 

With a clear spirit and impartial eye. 

'Mongst thousands who do flutter round the disk 

Of greatness, let me find the single one^-- 
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(He opens a secretary^ takes ovi a portfolio^ and looks 

through the leaves.) 
Mere names — mere names are here; and even not 
The mention of the services to which 
They owe their places on this tablet What 
Is so forgetful as is gratitude? 
But here upon this other list I read 
Each fault particularly noted down. 
How? That's not well. Revenge's memory 
Needs not such aid. 

{Reads further,) 
Count Egmont? — ^Why's he here? 
St Qjaentin's victory he long ago 
Has forfeited. — ^I cast him to the dead. 
{He erases this name and writes it on the other list. Con- 
tinues to read,) 
Marquis of Posa? — ^Posa? I can scarce 
Remember such a man. And doubly mark'd — 
A proof, that to great ends I destin'd him. 
And is that pos'ble? Has he shim'd my presence? 
Withdrawn him from his royal debtor's eyes? 
By heav'n! throughout my whole dominion's range. 
The only man that has no need of me. 
For were he subject to ambition or 
To avarice, long since had he appedr'd 
Before my throne. I'll try this man. From him 
Who needs me not, I shall obtain the truth. 

{Goes out.) 



i 
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SCENE VL 

The Audience Chamber. 

Don Carlos in conversation tnth the Prince of Parma. 
The Dukes of Alba, Feria, and Medina Sidonia; 
Count Lerma, arid other Grandees^ with papers in 
their hands. All waiting for the King.) 

Sid. {Evidently avoided by the others^ turns to the 
Duke of Alba^ who is walking up and down 
thoughtfully.) 
You've spoken with the King— how found you him 
Dispos'd, Duke? 

Alba. Ill tow'rds you and tow'rds your tidings. 

Sid. Amid the English cannon's fire, I felt 
More at'my-ease than here within this hall. 
( CarloSj who has been looking at him with silent sympathy^ 

approaches him and takes his hand.) 
Thanks, Prince, for this magnanimous compassion. 
You see how ev'ry one deserts me. Now 
My downfall's certain. ' 

Car. Hope the best, Duke, from 

My father's favor and your innocence. 

Sid. I've lost for him a fleet, as none before 
Was ever on the sea. What is a head 
Like this 'gainst sev'nty sunken galleons? But, 
My Prince—five sons, as promising as you — 
That breaks my heart. 
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SCENE VII. 

Th& KiXQ enters^ in his robes. Ml make way for him^ 
and arrange themselves in a semicircle, Don Carlos 
and the Prince of Parma approach first^ and kiss the 
King^s hand. He addresses himself with affability to 
the latter withovi noticing his son. 

King. Your mother, nephew, asks to be inform'd 
How in Madrid we're satisfied with you. ^ 
Par. Let her not ask till after my first battle. 
King. Be patient. Your turn too will come one day, 
When these old trunks shall break. 
( To the Duke of Feria,) What bring you me? 

Fer. The grand commander of the order. Sire, 
Of Galatrava died this morning. Here's 
His cross. 

King. Who is most worthy after him 
To wear it? 

{He makes a sign to Mba^ who advances and falls on 
one kne^ before him. The King hangs the cross on him.) 

Duke, ypu are my foremost warrior- 
Be nothing more, and you will ever have 
My favor. {He observes the Duke of Medina Sidonia.) 
Ah! my Admiral! 
Sid. {Approaches tremblings and kneels before the 
Kings with his head tent down.) 

ThiS) great King, 
Is all I bring you of the youth of Spain 
And the Armada. 
King. {After a long silence.) 

Heaven's will be done! 
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Gainst men I sent you— not 'gainst stonns and rocks. 
Be welcome in Madrid. 

(He extends his hand to him to kiss,) 

And take my thanks, 
That in yourself you have preserved to me 
A worthy servant. Such, my nobles, I 
Esteem him, and as such will have him held. 

(He motions to hjim to rise: then turns to the others,) 
What is there further? 

( To Don Carlos and the Prince of Parma,) 

Princes, have my thanks. 

(These withdraw. The other Grandees approach the 
King and deliver to him on their knees their papers. He 
looks through them hastily^ and hands them^ to the JDu&e 
of Jilba.) 

Place them before me in the cabinet. 
Are there no more? (JVb one answers,) 

Whence does it happen then, 
That 'mong my nobles there is never seen 
A Marquis Posa? 'Tis well known to me, 
This Marquis Posa has, with honor serv'd me; 
Is he alive? Why does he not appear? 

Ler. The Chevalier has just retum'd from travel. 
He now is in Madrid; and only waits 
The public day, to throw himself before 
His Sovereign's feet. 

Alba. The Marquis Posa? — ^Right. 

That is, your Majesty, the daring knight 
Of Malta, whose romantic, deed the tongue 
Of rumor bruited. When, by command 
Of the grand master of the order, all 
The knights of Malta muster'd on their isle. 



1 20 DON ' CARLOS. [Act III. 

By Solimaxi besieged, fled suddenly, 
From the high school of Alcala, this youth 
Of eighteen years. 'Fore La Valette he stood. 
''This cross" said he, ''was bought for me; I will 
Approve me worthy of it." — One he was 
Among those forty, who 'gainst Piali 
And Ulucciali, Mustapha and Hassem, 
In three repeated stormings, held, in broad 
Mid-day, the castle of St. Elmo; and 
When finally 'fwas carried, and the knights 
Were all around him falPn — ^into the sea 
He threw himself, and swam to La Valette, 
The sole survivor. Two months after this. 
The foe forsook the Island — and the knight 
Returned to end his studies. 

Fer. Also 'twas 

This Marquis Posa, who did afterwards 
Discover the renow'd conspiracy 
In Catalonia, and alone, through skill, 
Sav'd to the crown its most important provitice. 

King. I am astonish'd! What a man is this, 
Who has perform'd all that, and who 'mong three 
I question has no envier? — surely, he 
Must be a man of most rare character. 
Or none. — From curiosity I'll speak 
With him. ( To the Duke of Alha.) 

Duke, bring him to me after mass. 
( The Duke of Mba goes out. The King calls the Duke 

of Feria,) 
And you preside for me i' th' council. 

(Goes out,) 

Fer. How gracious is his Majesty to-day. 
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Sid. Say, he's a God. — ^He has been one to me. 

Feb. Most highly jdo you merit yom: good fortmie. 
I take the warmest interest, Admiral. 

One of the Grandees. And I. 

A Second. And I, too. 

A Third. A commander so 

Deserving. 

First. Only just, not gracious, was 
The King tow'rds you. 

Ler. (^side to Med. Sid.) 

How rich two words have made you. 

(Ml go Ota.) 



SCENE VIIL 

The King^s cabinet. 

Marquis Posa. IMce of Alba. 

PosA. (Entering.) 
Me will he have? Me? Can that be? Perhaps, 
You have mistaken the name:— what will he then 
With me? 

Alba. It is his wish to know you better. 

PosA. Mere curiosity. 'Tis pity then 
For the lost time. Life is so quickly gone. 

Alba. I leave you to your fortune. In your hands 
Ton have the King. Use you this moment well. 
Yourself will be to blame, if it is lost. 

(Retires.) 



n 
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SCENE IX. 

Marqtds PosAoZone. 

Well spoken, Duke. I must, indeed, use well 
The moment Which presents itself but once. 
In truth, this courtier gives me good advice: — 
If not in his sense, yet, in mine. — ^But how 
Did I get here? Is't only the caprice 
Of wayward chance that in these mirrors shows 
To me my image. Chance isH only, that 
Of millions me, the most unlikely, seized. 
And to the Ring's remembrance calPd? More too 
Perhaps. — ^And what is chance, but the rough stone 
That puts on life beneath the sculptor's hand? 
Chance is by Providence supplied: 'tis man 
Must form it to his purpose. — ^What the King 
May wish with me — ^no matter what. — I know 
What I — I with the King should do. A. spark 
Of truth thrown boldly in the despot's soul — 
How fruitful in the hand of Providence! 
Thus, what just now to me seemed whimsical, ' 
May yet be big with meaning and design. 
Be it or not — in this belief I'll act. 

(He walks several times up and down the roomy then 
stops before a picture. The King appears in the adjidnr 
ing room^ where he gives some orders. He then: enters^ 
stops at the door^ and looks for some time ai the Marquis 
without being perceived by him.) . 
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SCENE X. 

Tlie King. Marqms Posa. 

( The Marquis advances to the King as soon as he sees 
hinij and sinks upon one knee; then rises and stands he- 
fore him imihovt any sign of embarrassment,) 

Kino. (Looks at hm with astonishment,) 
Tou have before, then, spoken with me? 

PosA. No: 

Kino. You have performed good service to my crown. 
Wherefore avoided you my thanks? The names 
Of many crowd upon my memory. 
Omniscient J am not, Your duty 'twas, 
To seek your monarch's eye. Why did you not? 

PosA. But two days. Sire, have pass'd, since I retum'd 
To Spain. 

King. I am not minded to be long 
Indebted to my servants. Ask of me 
A favor. 

PosA. I enjoy the laws. 

King. So does < 

The murd'rer. 

PosA. How much m(Hre the honest subject. — 

Sire, I am satisfied. 

King. (Aside,) M.uch pride, by Heav'n, 
And dauntless spirit. But I look'd for that. 
I'd have the Spaniard proud: — ^Aye, let the cup 
O'erflow. — ^I hear you quit my service. 

PosA. I 

Withdrew, to yield my place unto a better. 
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King. I'm sony for't. When men like you are idle, 
My kingdom suffers loss. Perhaps, you fear'd 
To miss the sphere that's worthy of your genius. 

PosA. Oh! no. I'm sure, that he who is so skili'd 
And practis'd in the knowledge of man's heart. 
Could with a single look discover what 
I'm worth to him. With humble gratitude 
I feel the favor which your Majesty 
Heaps on me, through this high opinion, but — 

King. You hesitate? 

PosA. I am — I must confess — 

Not now prepar'd. Sire, to express the thoughts 
I entertain as cit'zen of the world. 
In language suited to a subject. For, 
When I ceas'd my allegiance to the crown, 
At the same time I felt myself releas'd 
From all necessity to give to it 
The reasons for the step. 

King. Are they so weak, 

These reasons? Do you fear to hazard them? 

PosA. My life, Sire, at the most — ^if I'm allow'd 
The time to state them fully. But, the truth 
I shall endanger, if you grant me not 
This privilege. Have I the choice between 
Your Majesty's displeasure and contempt — 
I'd rather that you think me criminal, 
Than weak. 

King. ( With a look of curiosity.) Well? 

PosA. ' Sire, I cannot serve a Prince, 

( The King looks at Mm with astonishment,) 
I will not cheat my buyer. When you deign 
To give to me a post, all that you wish. 
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Is the pre-measur'd act. You but require 
My arm and courage in the field, my head 
In council. Not my deeds, but the approval 
They gain before the throne, must be the end 
Of all my doings. But to ipe, to me, 
Virtue itself has its peculiar worth. 
The happiness the king with my hands plants, 
I would myself create; and joy and choice 
Would be what is but duty under him. 
Is that your mind? Can you in your creation 
Brook a Creator? And shall I demean 
Myself to be the tool, where I might be 
The architect? I love mankind— and in 
A kingdom I may love none but myself. 

King. This ardor is commendable. Of good 
Tou'd be the author. How — ^is all the same 
To th' patriot and the sage. Seek you a post 
In my dominions, where youM have the means 
To satisfy this noble inclination. 

PosA. I know of none. 

Kino. How? 

PosA. What your Majesty 

Would through my hands effect-^is that man's good? 
Is that the good which my pure love would give? 
Recoil would Majesty from such a good. 
No: policy produc'd a new one— one. 
The crown itself is rich enough to furnish, — 
And in the human bosom new desires, 
Which can by good like this be satisfied. 
Truth on its coin it stamps— <^ truth itself 
Can tolerate: rejected are all stamps 
Unlike to this. — And what the crown can thus 
11* 
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Perform — ^will that suiffice for me? Can I 
Loan out my love for man to do him wrong? 
And how can I believe him liappy — when 
He's not allow'd to think. Sire, choose not me 
To circulate the happiness you coin. 
I must refuse this post.— «I cannot serve 
A Prince. 

Kmo. ( WUh quickness,) You are a Protestant 

PosA. Tour iaith 

Is mine, Sire, also. {After a pause,) 

I'm misunderstood. 
That 'twas I fear'd. Sire, by my hand you see 
The veil remov'd from kingship's mysteries. 
You think — ^to me's no longer sacred, what 
Has ceas'd to awe me — that, I'm dangerous 
Because I've searched my nature. 'Tis not so, 
My King. Here lie my wishes hid forever. 
(Laying his hand on his hreasU) 
The futile rage of innovation, which 
But swells the weight of chains it cannot break. 
Will never heat my blood. For my »iB4's i^iews 
The age is not yet ripe. I am of those 
A fellow-citizen, who are to come 
Hereafter. Can a picture of the brain 
Disturb your rest: — Your breath efiaces it. 

King. Am I the first who hears these sentiments 
From you? 

PosA. The first. 

King. (Rises and walks several steps. Aside.) 

This tone is new at least. 
Flat'ry exhausts itself. To imitate. 
Degrades a man of parts. Why not then try 
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The opposite? To take one by surprise, 
Takes fortune oflten captive. ( To Posa.) 

If iheh such 
Are your opinions — ^well: the crown shall have 
A new state-servant — ^the free-thinker— 

PosA. Sire, 

I see how low you rate the wt)rth of man: — 
But as the flat'rer's artifice, you hold 
The freeman's language. Yet, methinks, I know 
Who justifies you in this estimate. 
Men forc'd you to it. They^ of frea accord, 
Resign'd their nobleness; of free accord, 
They sank themselves to this degraded posture. 
Before the speptretof their innate greatness, 
Frighted they fly; and in their poverty \ 

Of soul content, adorn with coward skill 
Their chains, and call it virtue, gracefully 
To wear them. Thus did you receive the world— 
Thus, your great father. How, in such a state 
Of sad debasement^ could you honor man? 

King. Semftbing of truth's in this. 

PosA. 'Tis pity, though! — 

When man, corrupted thus and fallen, you changM 
To your own handy-work, from out the hands 
Of his Creator, and to this transform'd 
New creature, gave yourself as God; you err'd 
In this:-— yourself remained a man, a man 
From the Creator's hand. Tou did not cease 
As mortal, still to sufifer and to long. 
You wish for fellow-feeUng, — ^and a God 
We can but worship— pray to— fear. Oh! poor 
Exchange! Of nature most unbless'd perversion! 
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And having dragg'd down man, to play on him 
As your string'd instrmnent,— who shares with you 
The harmony? 

King. (Jlside.) By heav'n, he moves me. 

PosA. But, 

What signifies to you this sacrifice? 
Through it you are alone — ^you form yourself 
A species. At this price you are a God. 
And dreadful would it be, if that were not: 
If for this price — for the crush'd happiness 
Of millions, you gain'd nothing! u that freedom 
Which you destroy'd, should be the only thing 
That can fulfill your wishes! — Sire, I beg 
To be dismissed. My subject hurries me 
Away. My heart is full: too strong for me 
Is the temptation to outpour it here 
To th' only one to whom I would. 

(Count Lerma enters^ and whispers somfi wards to the 
King; who then makes him a sign to withdraw^ agid conr 
tinues sitting in his former posture.) 

Kmo. ( To Posa, after Lerma has withdrawn,) 

Speak on 

PosA. (After a pause,) 
The value, Sire, I feel — 

King. Proceed — ^you had 

Yet more to say to me. 

PosA. I lately pass'd 

Through Flanders and Brabant. — So many rich 
And blooming povinces! A people, great 
And valiant — and an honest people too. 
And to be father of this people! That, 
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I thought, that must be heav'nly! — ^Thereupon 
I stumbPd on burnt human bones — 

(He pauses: his eyes rest on the King^ who endeavors 
to return his look^ hUj embarrassed^ casts his eyes on the 
ground.) 

You're right. - 
Tou must. But that you could do what you saw 
Tou must) has fill'd me with a chilling wonder. 
O' pity! that while welt'ring in his blood. 
The victim is so little capable 
Of singing to the spirit of the priest 
Who sacrifices him, a song of praise: — 
That men — ^not beings o J a higher nature- 
Write the world's history! Serener times 
Will follow after those of Philip; these 
Will bring a milder wisdom; subject^s good 
Will then go hand in hand with Prince's greatness; 
T&e thrifty state will spare its children's blood;. 
And ev'n necessity become humane. 

King. When, think you, would this milder age have 
come, 
If I had quak'd before the curse of this? 
Behold my Spain. The people's happiness 
Here flourishes in never-clouded peace. 
And 'tis this quiet I would give to Flanders. 

PosA. The quiet of a church-yard! And you hope 
To end what you've begun? You hope to stop 
The pre-appointed change of Christendom— 
The universal spring which shall make young 
The countenance o' th' earth? You wish, alone 
In Europe, 'gainst the wheel of destiny, 
That on its mighty path resistless rolls, 
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To throw yoiirself;<^to clutch with human acmB 

Its spokes? You cannot Thousands hare already 

From your dominions fled-— though poor, yet glad. 

The citizen you lost for conscience sake, 

He was your hest. With open mother-arms 

Elizabeth receives the fugitives; 

And England blooms, made rich through arts of ours. 

DeprivM of th' industry of the new Christians, 

Grenada's desolate; and Europe sees 

With joy her en'my bleed with self^giv'n wounds. 

( Thd King appears moved: the Marquis observes it and 

advances several steps nearer to Mm.) 
Tis for eternity you wish to plant,— 
And you sow death? The forc'd unnatural work 
Will not survive the spirit of its autixor. 
Curses you'll reap instead of thanks. In vain 
You will have gainM ihe hard-fought fight with natniie; 
In vain have sacrificed a royal life ^ 

To purposes of ruin. Man is more 
Than you esteem him. He will break the bonds 
Of his long, sleep, and re-demand his rights. 
With Nero and Busiris you'll be rank'd: — 
That grieves me — for, you once were good. 

Kino. How know you that^ 

PosA. ( With warmth.) Yes — by th' Omnipotent— 
You were— yes, — I repeat it— Give us back 
What you have taken from us. Be a King 
Of Kings. 

(He approaches him boldly^ and fixes on him steady 

glowing looks.) 
Oh! would that th' eloquence of all 
The multitudes, who are participant 
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Of this great mDment, hover'd on my lips, 
To kindle to a flame tbe beam I see 
Now in your- eye! Give up th' idolatry 
Of self, which makes us nothing. Be to us 
A pattern of th' Eternal and the true* 
So much did mortal ne'er possess, to be 
So nobly usM. The kings of Europe all, 
Bo homage to the name of Spain; Go forth 
Before them-— lead the way to Europe's kings. 
But one stroke only of your pen^-~the earth 
Will be transform'd. Grant liberty of thought 
( Throwing Unrnlf at Ms feet.) 

ELiNO. (Surpriied^ turns Ma face away; and then 
* again towards Posa.) 
Strange dreamer! Yet— rise up— -I— 

PosA. Look around: 

Behold God's glorious world! On freedom it 
Reposei— and how rich, through freedom! He, 
The great Creator, casts inta a drop 
Of dew the worm: lets Ucense revel where 
Earth's mould'ring masses crumble to decay. 
But your creation — ^how confin?d and poor! 
The lustling of a leaf afinghts the lord 
Of Christendom. Before each deed of good 
You're forc'd to tremble. He— not to disturb 
The joyous work of freedom— lets the hosts 
Of hideous evil wanton in his world. 
Him the great Maker, we see not: hunself^ 
He, modesty veUs in everlasting laws^ 
These sees the sceptic — ^not him:— ^'Why a God?** 
He cries— ^The W4)rld is selfnsuflcing:"— end 
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No Christian's worship ever prais'd him more 
Than does this sceptic's blasphemy. 

Kino. And you 

Are willing to attempt to imitate 
This high example in th' affiurs of men — 
In my dominions? 

PosA. You can do it— you. 

Who else but you. To th' people's weal devote 
The ruler's poW'r — an instrument, alas, 
So long, but of the throne's supremacy. 
Restore the lost nobility of man. 
The cit'zen be again, what he once was — 
The crown's sole end: — his single duty be, 
His fellow's sacred rights, secur'd alike " 
To all. When thus restor'd to self-dependence, 
Man shall awaken to the consciousness 
Of his own dignity; and freedom's ^proud 
And lofty virtues flourish; — then. Sire, then, 
When you have made your realms the happiest 
On earth — ^'twill be your duty to subdue v 
The world. 

Kino. {After a long pause,) ' 

Pve heard you out. Upon your braip, 
I see the world is painted otherwise 
Than on the brains of common men. 
Nor will I judge you by a common rule. 
I am the first to whom you have disclos'd 
Your inmost mind. This I believe, because 
I know it. That you've kept lock'd in youjr breast 
Until this day, opinions such as these, 
Embrac'd with so much warmth — ^for this restraint, 
For this discreet advisedness, young man — 
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Will I forget that I have learnt them now, 

And how I leamt them. Th' impetuous youth 

I will refute, not as his King, but as 

His senior. This I will, because I will«— ^ 

Thus then I find, that even poison may 

In virtuous natures work out something good. 

But, shun my Inquisition:—- for 'twould pain me— • 

PosA. Ah! Would it? 

Kmo. ( Gazing at him intently.) 

Such a man I never saw.— 
No, Marquis— -no. You do me too much wrong. 
I will not be a Nero. I will not — 
Will not towards you be one. All happiness 
Shall not be blighted under me. Yourself, 
You may continue, in my sight, to be 
A man. 

PosA. ( Qidckly.) And, l^re, my fellow citizens? 
Oh! 'twas not for myself I was concem'd— 
Twas not my cause I wish'd to plead. And, Sire, 
Your subjects? 

Ejno. If you are so well advis'd 

How I shall by posterity be judg'd^ — 
Then let it learn through you how I have borne me 
Tow'rds men, when I at last did find one. 

PosA. Oh? 

At the sKme moment be not the most just 
And most unjust of kings. Many thousands are there 
Within your Flanders worthier than I: 
Yourself— -nmy I, great King, be bold to say it? 
Freedom behold, for the first time perhaps. 
In this mild picture. 
13 
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Kmo. ( With mild earnestness,) 

Nothing more, young man, 
Of this. You will, Fm sure, think otherwise, 
When you shall know mankind as well as I.*— 
Yet would I not that this were our last meeting* 
How shall I hind you? 

PosA. Leave me as I am. 

What were I, Sire, to you, if I by you 
Were brib'd as others are? 

King. I will not bear 

This pride. Be from to-day in my employ, — 
Refusal PU not take. It is my will. {After a pause.) 
But how? What was it then I wishM to have? 
Was it not truth? And here I find ev^n more. — 
The secrets of my throne you have found out,— 
Not those, too, Marquis, of my family? 

( Observing that the Marquis appears to he meditating.) 
I understand you. But — altliough I be 
Of fathers the most wretched, may I not 
Be happy as a husband? 

PosA. If a son. 

Noble and full of promise — ^if a wife, 
Deserving of all love and honor, can 
To mortal give a title to that name- 
Then, Sire, you are, through both, of men the happiest 

King. (Gloomily.) 
No, I am not. And that Pm not, I ne'er 
Did feel so deeply as just now. 

( With a look of sadness at fhe Marquis.) 

PosA. The Prince 

s noble, virtuous. Thus I've found him ever. 

King. But I: — ^for what he's robb'd me of, no crown 
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CSan make amends; — So virtuous a Queen! * 

PosA. Who dares, Sire — 

King. ' Calumny — the world — ^myself. 

Here are the witnesses, condenming her 
Against all contradiction. Others, too. 
There are which make me fear the worst. But, Marquis? 
Tis hard to be believ'd. — And who arraigns her? 
If she were capable of such disgrace, 
How much more easy were it to believe, 
That such as Eboli traduces her? 
The priest — does he not hate my son and her? 
And know I not, that Alba broods revenge? 
My wife is worth far more than all of them. 

PosA. And something. Sire, there glows in woman's 
soul, 
That is above all evidence — above 
All calumny: — and that is female virtue. 

King. That I say too! — 'Tis a huge step, to sink 
So low as they do charge the Queen withal. 
Whate'er they tell me, honor's holy ties 
Break not so easily. — ^You know mankind. 
Long have I been in want of such a man. 
Virtuous you are and frank— ^and yet you know 
Mankind. You therefore have I chose — 

PosA. (Surprised and startled,) Me, Sire? 

King. Tou stood before your King, and for yourself 
Ask'd nothing — ^nothing. That is new to me. 
You will be just Your sight will not be warpt 
By passion. Seek nf^ son out. Probe the heart 
O' th' Queen. I'll send to you authority 
To speak with her in private. Now, retire. 

iPulls a hell.) 
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PosA. If with one hope fulfilPd? — ^Then is this day 
The happiest of my life. 

Kino. {J^Unds to Am his hand, to hss) 

la mine, His not 
A lost one. ( The Marqtds retires. Count Lerma enters.) 
( To Lerma.) Give hereafter to the Knight 
Admission unannounc'd. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Apartment of the Quem. 

The Queen. The Ihichess of Olivarez. The Prin- 
cess Eboli. T%e Countess Fvestes^ and other ladies. 

QtEEN. {Rising; to the Duchess,) 
So then, the key cannot be found? Well, break 
The scrutoire open— ^and immediately: 
( Observing the Princess Eboli^ who approaches her and 

kisses her hand,) 
Dear Princess, welcome. I rejoice to find 
That you're recover'd. You are still quite pale. 

FuEN. {Sarcastically,) 
The fault of the vile fever, which affects 
The nerves so sharply. Princess, does it not?, 

Queen. Much have I wish'd to visit you, my love: 
But that, I might not do. 

Oliv. The Princess has. 

At least, not sufTer'd want of company. 

Queen. I do believe it- — :Areyou ill? You tremble — 

Eboli. Nothing, my Queen-^tis nothing. May I beg 
To be permitted to withdraw. 

Queen. You hide 

From us how ill you are. To stand, fatigues you. 
Assist her, Countess, to a seat. 

12* 
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Eboli. V th' air 

I shall be better. ( Goes out,) 

Queen. ^ Countess, follow her. 
{A Page enters and speaks to the Duchess of Oliverazj 

who then turns to the Q^een,) 

Oliv. Your Majesty, the Marquis Posa asks 
Admission to your presence. From the King 
He comes. 

Queen. Admit him. 
{The Page goes out and opens the door to the Marquis.) 



SCENE II. 

Marquis Posa. The former, 

( The Marquis falls on one knee before the Queen^ who 

makes him a sign rise.) 
Queen. What commands the King? 

May 1 in public — 

Posa. To your Majesty , 

Alone is my commission. 

( The Queen beckons to the l^d^§ to retire^ 



SCENE III. 
The Queen. Marquis Posa. 

Queen. {Full of astoniibment,) 
Can I believe my eyes? How, Marquis? You 
Sent from the King to me? 

Posa. Your Majesty 

Thinks that so strange? To me 'tis not at all so. 
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Qttsen. Then has the earth sweiv'd from its sphere. 
Indeed? 
Ton and he! traly, Marquis, I must own-— 

PosA. That it sounds strange?— «The present is a time 
Fruitful of wonders. 

QuEEX. But of all there's none 

So great as this. 

PosA. Suppose I were at last 

Converted"— tir'd of being singular 
At Philip's court. And, to be singular. 
What means it? He who would do good, must first 
Seek to become like other men. Why wear 
The pompous vestment of the sectary? 
Suppose, there were not one from self-conceit 
So free, but that he would most willingly 
To his belief make proselytes? — Suppose, 
To place mine on a throne, were my desire 
And plan? 

Queen. No, Marquis, No. Not ev'n in jest 
Would I impute to you so wild a scheme. 
You're not {b? enthusiast who would undertake 
What cannot be |if cpmplish'd. 

PosA. That, methinks, 

Were just the question. / 

Queen. What at most I'd blame 

In you — and. Marquis, what from you would cause 
In me surprise— were— were— 

PosA. i^r Duplicity. 

It may be. 

Queen. Insincerity, at least. 
The King, assuredly, did not intend 

13^ 
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That you should be the messenger tof what 
You've come to tell me. 

PosA. . No. 

Queen. And can the cause, 

However good, ennoble evil means? 
Can — ^pardon me this doubt-^your virtuous pride 
To such an office lend itself? I scarce 
Can think it 

PosA. No: nor would I, were it here 

Intended only to deceive the King. 
But that is not my purpose. I design 
To serve him ev'n more faithfully than he 
Commissioned me. 

Queen. In this I recognize 

.Yourself again. And now, enough of this.— * 
How does he? 

PosA. Who— -the King? I am, methinks. 

Quickly reveng'd on my strict judge. What I 
Was not in haste to tell, your Majesty, 
It seems, is less, far less, in haste to hear. 
But yet, it must be heard. — ^The King requests, 
Your Majesty will not to-day give audience 
To the ambassador of France. That was 
My charge. It is perform'd. * 

Queen. And this is all 

You have to tell me, Marquis, from the King? 

PosA. All that entitles me to be here now. 

Queen. I am content, then, Marquis, not to Imow 
What must perhaps to me remain a secret * 

PosA. It mustj my Queen:-— though were yoil not 
yourself, 
I'd hasten to inform you of some things— 
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To warn you 'gainst gome persons; — ^but, with yon 
Tis needless. Danger may around you whirl. 
And you not know it. Tis not of such import, 
That golden sleep should from an angePs brow 
Be chasM. Nor is it that which brought me hither. 
Prince CharlecH- 

Queen. How did you leave him? 

PosA. Lake the sage, 

To whom it is a crime to worship trttth— 
And as resolv'd as he too, for his love 
To die. I bring few words— but here he is 
Himself. (He gives the Queen a letter.) 

Queen. (After she has read it,) 

He says, that he must speak with me 

PosA. That I say, too. 

Queen. Wil't make him happy, flien. 

If with his eyes he sees that Pm not so? 

PosA. No— but, more resolute and active. 

Queen. How? 

PosA. The Duke of Alba is appointed to 
The Netherlands. 

Queen. Appointed-Hso I hea; . 

' PosA. The King — we know him— never will letract 
Tis also true; here must the Prince not stay- 
Now less than ever, — ^nor the Netherlands 
Be sacrificed. 

Queen. Can't be prevented? 

P«3A. Yes: — 

Perhapik Yet, is the means almost as bad 
As is the danger: — daring as despair.— 
But still, I know no other. 
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QvEEx. Name it to me. 

PosA. Only to you, my Queen, dare I reveal it. 
Only from you can Charles without abhorrence 
Hear it. The name that it will bear, sounds harsh. 

Queen. Rebellion? 

PosA. Disobey must he the King; 

Betake him secretly to Brussels, where 
With open arms the Flemings do await him. 
This signal giv'n, the Netherlands all rise. 
A Prince o' th' blood gives strength to the good cause. 
He'll make the Spanish throne to tremble. What 
His father in Madrid refus'd, he'll grant 
In Brussels. 

Queen. You spoke with the King to-day. 
And entertain this plan? 

PosA. Because to-day 

I spoke with him. 

Queen. (After a pause.) 

Tour plan affirights me — still. 
It has a charm^— You are not wrong, I think. 
The scheme is bold; and thence to me, perhaps; 
Attractive.— I will think on 't. — Knows the Prince— 

PosA. It was my plan that he should hear it first 
From you. 

Queen. In truth — ^the thought is grand: — although , 
The Prince's youth — 

PosA. * Is naught. There will he find 

An Egmont and an Orange, the brave warriors 
Of Emp'ror Charles, as wise in council as « 

F th' field they are redoubtable. 

Queen. (With animation,) No! Grand 
And noble is the plan. The Prince must act. 
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Of that I'm keenly sensible. The part 
He plays here in Madrid weighs down his spirit. 
France I can promise him, and Savoy too. 
Marquis, I think with you: the Prince must act<— 
But gold is needed for this enterprise. 

PosA. That is provided. 

Queen. There I can assist 

PosA. He may then hope to have the interview? 

Queen. I will reflect thereon. 

PosA. Your Majesty, 

Carlos is urgent for an answer noi;^. 
I promis'd him to bring him something back. 

(He takes out his note-book and offers it to the Qiueen.) 
Two lines here will suffice. 

Queen. (After she has written.) Shall I see you 
Again? 

PosA. As oft as you command. 

Queen. As oft 

As I command? How must I understand 
This freedom, Marquis? 

PosA. 'Tis enough, that we 

Enjoy it: — for my Queen, this is enough. 

Queen. Oh! how shall I rejoice, if freedom still 
In Europe has this one last refuge — ^if 
Through him it has it. Marquis. Count upon 
My secret sympathy and aid. 

Pos A. ( With warmth.) How well 
I knew, that I should here be understood. 

( The Dutchess of Olivarez appears at the door.) 

Queen. ( Coldly to the Marquis.) 
What e'er comes from my lord the King, shall be 
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By me rererM as law. Give him assurance 

Of my respectful acquiescence, 

(She makes km a sign; whereupon^ the Marquis retires.) 



SCENE IV. 

A Gallery, 

Don Carlos. Count Lerma. 

Car. Here are we undisturb'd. What is it then, 
You will discover to me? 

Lbr. At this court 

Youf Highness had a friend. 

Car. (Starting.) I knew not that 

What mean you? 

Ler. Then, I nrast beseech forgiveness, 

For having learnt more than 'twas meet I should. 
Yet, for your Highness' satisfaction, know— 
I have it from a faithful source. In shorty 
I have it from myself. 

Car. Whom do yon speak of? 

Ler. The Marquis Posa. 

Car. WeU? 

, Ler. If that he knows 

More of your Ro3ral Highness, than you would 
That others knew — the which I almost feai^-^ 

Car. You almost fear? 

Ler. He was with the King. 

Car. Ah? 

Ler. Two whole hours, and in very secret parley. 

Car. Indeed? 
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Ler. The subject was of no small moment 

Car. That I believe. 

Ler. Your name I heard. Prince, often. 

Car. That bodes to me no harm, I trust. 

Ler. Moreover-- 

This morning in his sleeping room, the King 
Spoke of the Queen in most mysterious words. 

Car. Count Lerma? 

Ler. When the Marquis went away. 

Myself receiv'd an order to admit him 
Thereafter unannounc'd. 

Car. In truth, that's strange! 

Ler. Wholly without example, Prince, as long 
As I have serv'd the King. 

Car. Strange! Strange! ByHeav'nl 

And how, said you, the Queen was spoken of? 

Ler. (Steps hack.) 
No, Prince, no. That's against my duty. 

Car. How? 

Tou tell me one thing and conceal the other? 

Ler. The first I owe to you — ^the second to my King. 

Car. You're right 
• Ler. The Marquis I have ever found 

A man of honor. 

Car. Then you know him well. 

Ler. Spotless is ev'ry virtue, till the hour 
Of trial. 

Car. And in this case, also then. 

Ler. a great king's fistvor is a tempting bait 
Many a rigid virtue has expir'd 
Upon a> golden hook. 

Car. True. 

13 



146 DON CARLOS. [Act IV. 

Ler. Often even, 

1'is prudent to reveal what cannot be 
Kept secret. 

Cab. Prudent— yes: but, as you say, 

You've ever known the Marquis honorable? 

Ler. And if he is so sHll, then will my doubt 
Not make him worse, and you gain twofold, Prince. 

(Is about to go.) 

Car. (Follows Mm and presses his hand with emotion.) 
Threefold I gain, thou noble^ worthy man! 
I gain another friend, and lose not him 
I had before. (Lerma goes out.) 



SCENE V. 
Marquis of Posa comes through the Oallery. Carlos. 

PosA. Charles! Charles! 

Car. Who calls me? Ah! 

Tis thou! Well met. Pm hastening to the convent. 
Come quickly after me. ( Going.) 

PosA. One moment: stop. 

Car. If we should be surprised. 

PosA. That shall we not. 

Only a word. The Queen — 

Car. Wast with my father? 

Posa. He sent for me: yes. 

Car. (Full of expectation.) Well? 

Posa. It is arrang'd. 

Thou'lt see her. 

Car. And the King? What wishes he? 
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PosA. He? Nothing. Curiosity to know 
Who I am.— ^Kindness of officious friends. 
He offer'd to employ me. 

Car. You refusM? 

« 

PosA. Of course. 

Car. How parted you? 

PosA. Quite well — quite well. 

Car. Was mention made of me? 

PosA. Of thee? Tes— yes — 

In gen'ral terms. 
{He takes out Ms note hook and gives it to the Prince.) 

Meanwhile, here are two words 
From the Queen. I shall learn to-morrow, where 
And how. 

Car. {Reads without attention: puts away the note^ 
hook^ and makes a movement to go,) 
Thou'lt find me at the Priory. 

PosA. Hold! Why this haste? Be sure, no one will 
come. 

Car. ( With a foixed smile.) 
Have we then verily chang'd characters? 
Thou art to-day so rarely confident. 

PosA. Wherefore to-day? 

Car. What writes to me the Queen? 

PosA. Did'st thou not read just now? 

Car. I?— True. 

PosA. What hast thou? 

Car. {Reads again, Then^ with joy and warmth.) 
Angel of heaven! Yes — ^yes. I will — I will 
Be worthy of thee. Love makes great souli^ greater. 
Be't what it will: if thou commandest it — 
I will ohey. She writes— for a resolve 



/ 
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Of mighty import I must be preparM. 
What can she mean? Know'st thou? 

PosA. And if I knew— 

Charles, art thou in a mood to hear it now? 

Car. Have I offended thee? I was perplex'd. 
Forgive me, Roderick. 

PosA. Perplex'd? By what? 

Car. I know not what. — ^This note-book, then, is 
mine. 

PosA. Nay: for in truth, my errand is, to beg 
That thou wilt give me thine. 

Car. Mine? Wherefore mine? 

PosA. And what of other trifles thou may'st have 
Which should not fall into a third one's hands — 
Letters or memoranda. In a word. 
The private papers thou dost bear about thee. 

Car. But wherefore? 

PosA. Thou'rt not safe against surprise. 

On me they'll not be sought for. Give me them. 

Car. (With anxiety,) 
But that is strange! Why on a sudden, this — 

PosA. Be not alarm'd. 'TIS only heed 'gainst danger. 
Cause hast thou none to fear. 

Car. (Gives them to Mm,) Preserve them well. ' 

PosA. That will L 

Car. Roderick, I've giv'n thee much. 

PosA. Yet not so much as I already have 
From thee. — ^The rest then when we meet i' the convent. 
And now, farewell — ^farewell. — ( Going,) 

Car. (After a struggle with himself ^ calls him hack.) 

Hold! Give me back 
The letters for a moment. One from her 
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Is also 'mongst them, which she wrote to me 

To Alcala, when I lay there so ill. 

I've ever home it next my heart. To part 

With that one costs me much. Give it me back — 

Only that one. Keep all the others. 

(He takes it out^ and gives him again the others.) 
PosA. Charles, 

I give it you unwillingly. Of all, 
'Twas that one letter I wish'd most to have. 

Car. Farewell! (He walks slowly away^ stops at the 
door — then walks back and returns him the letter.) 

Thou hast it. 
(His hand trembles: tears start into his eyesj and he falls 

on the Marquises neck,) 

That my father cannot — 
Can he, my Roderick? ( Goes quickly out) 



SCENE VI. 

Marquis Posa. 

(^Following him with his eyes in astonishment,) 
Were it then pos'ble? Were it? Can it be, 
That Fve not understood him? Has this fold 
In's heart escap'd me? To distrust his friend! 
No: No: — I wrong him. Why should I impute 
To him the weakest of all* weaknesses? 
Myself am guilty rather. How could he 
Not be surprised? ' How could he be prepar'd 
For such unwonted secrecy in's friend? — 
Distress thee too, — ^that can I, Charles, not help: 
And longer still must I afflict thy soul. ^ja 

13* ' 
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The vessel into which the King did pour 

His holy secret, he believM was sound; 

And belief asks for gratitude. Perhaps, 

By silence I shall even spare thee pain. 

Why to the sleeper show the thundercloud 

That hangs above his head? — Enough if I 

Can silently conduct it over thee— 

That when thou wak'st, the sky be clear. {Croes out,) 



SCENE VII. 

CaUnet of the King. 

The King seated. Beside him the Infanta Clara 

Eugenia. 

King. {After a long silence.) 

She is my daughter. — ^How can nature lie 
With so much truth? Yes — ^this blue eye is mine. 
Behold I not myself here in each feature? 
Child of my love— I press thee to my heart 
Thou art my blood — {He starts and pauses.) 

My blood! — ^Worse can I fear? 
. My features! Are they not his also? 

{He holds the miniature in his hand — looks attentively 
at itj and in a mirror opposite to him. Jit last he throws 
the miniature on the ground, rises quickly, and pushes the 
Infanta from him.) 
Away! Away! In this abyss Pm lost. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Count Lerma. The .King. 

Ler. Her Majesty the Queefi has just appearM 
P th' antichamher. 

King. Now? 

Ler. And asks an audience. 

King. Now? Now? At this unwonted hour? No — 
now 
I cannot see her — now not — 

Ler. Here's herself. {Goes out,) 



SCENE IX. 
TTie King. The Queen. The Infanta. 

( The child runs to meet her mother^ and clings to her. 
The Q^een kneels before the King^ who remains silent 
and embarrassed.) 

Queen. My King, my husband: — I am forcM to ask 
Before your throne for justice. 

King. Justice? 

Queen. An outrage has been done me at this court. 
My Scrutoire's broken open. 

King. What? 

Queen. And things 

To me of highest value therefrom taken. 

King. To you of value? — 

Qheen. Through th' interpretation 

Which boldness uninformed — 
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Kino. Interpretation — 

Boldness — ^But rise. 

Queen. Not till youVe bound yourself, 

My husband, to exert your kingly poi^'r 
To dq me satisfaction, and to have 
Delivered up to me the culprit. If 
You will not, — ^then, I ask to be allow'd 
To leave a court, at which my thief's protected. 

King. But, rise — In this position — Rise. 

Queen. (Rises.) That 'tis 

Some one of rank, I know. For in the desk . 
Were pearls and diamonds, worth at least a million; 
And he took letters only — 

King. Which, though, I — 

Queen. Most willingly, my husband. They were 
letters 

From the Prince, and a miniature — 

» 

King. From whom? 

Queen. The Prince, your son. 

King. To you? 

Queen. To me. 

King. And that 

You say to me? 

Queen. Why not to you, my husband? 

King. And with this brow? 

Queen. What mean you? You remember 

The letters which, with leave of both the courts, 
Don Carlos wrote to me at Saint Germain. 
Whether the portrait sent by him therewith, 
Was in accordance with this liberty. 
Or whether his quick hope took on itself • 

To venture this bold step— »I will not judge. 
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If 't were precipitance, assuredly 

Twas pardonable; for he dreamt not then, 

That it was for his mother — 

( Observing the Kingh emotion.) 

Ha! what have you? 
( The Infanta having found the miniature on the ground 

brings it to the Queen.) 

Infan. Look, mother! see the pretty picture! 

Queen. What — 

(^She recognizes the miniature^ and stands speechless 
tDvth horror. Both gaze fixedly at each other. After a 
long pause.) 

Truly, this means of trying a wife's heart, 
Is regal. Sire, and noble. Yet permit me 
To ask one question — 

King. 'Tis for me to question. 

Queen. Through my suspicions, blame shall not be 
cast 
On innocence. If then, this theft was made 
By your command — 

Kino. It was. 

Queen. Then have I no one 

T' accuse, and no one more to pity — no one 
But you, who have a wife on whom such means 
Are thrown away. 

King. I know this' language. But 

A second time it shall not^— no, it shall not 
Cheat me, as in Aranjuez it did. 
The Queen so angel-perfect, who did then 
With such a dignity defend herself — 
I now do know her better. 

Queen. What means that? 
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Kino. Say then, without concealment — ^is it true, 
That you there spoke with no one? Is that true? 

Queen. Yes: with the Prince I spoke. 

Ring. Yes? — 'Tis then clear. 

'Tis manifest. It is avowM. So bold! 
So little mindful of my honor! 

Queen. Honor! 

If there were honor to be tarnished, then, 
I fear, there is at stake a greater, Sire, 
Than e'er Castile brought me as bridal-gifit. 

King. Wherefore denied you it to me? 

Queen. Because 

I am not wont in presence of a court 
To plead my cause like a delinquent. Truth 
I never will deny, if with respect 
And kindness it be askM^ Was that the tone 
Which in Aranjuez your Majesty 
Employ'd? Is the convenM nobility, 
A judgment seat where Queens are to account 
For private deeds? I granted to the Prince 
The interview he urgently requested, 
1 granted it, because such was my will — 
Because, Pll not let custom judge for me 
On things I know are blameless. And from you 
I kept it hid, because I was not willing 
Before your courtiers to contend with you 
About this freedom. 

King. You speak boldly, madam—- 

Queen. And also, therefore, will I add, because 
. The Prince does not at all enjoy that just 
Consideration in his father's heart. 
Which he deserves. 
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King. Which he deserves? 

Queen. For why- 

Should I conceal it, Sire?-— *I honor, and 
I love him as my dearest relative, 
Who was thought worthy once to bear a name 
To me still dearer. — I have yet tq learn, 
That therefore he should be to me more alien 
Than others are, because he has been once 
More closely bound to me than others are. 
Though your state policy may knit such ties 
As it deems wise^ — to loosen them again 
^Twill find is somewhat harder. I will not 
Be forc'd to hate. And as I am at last 
Compelled to speak— I will not that my choice 
Be longer bound— 

King. Elizabeth, at times, 

Thou hast beheld me weak: this recollection 
Makes thee so bold. Thou trustest to a pow'r 
Wherewith thou'st often triumph'd o'er my firmness. 
But, fear the more: — that which has made me weak 
Will drive me too to madness. 

Queen. What is 't then, 

That I have done? 

King. ( Tatkes her hand,) K it be true — ^be true— 
And is it not already?— If to th' full 
And heaping measure of thy guilt, the weight 
But of a breath be added. If I am 
BetrayM?— (Z^te go her hand.) 

Then can I conquer this last weakness: — 
I can and will.— ^Then wo to me and thee! 

Queen. What have I done? 

King. Then blood may flow — I care not. 
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Queen. Is't come to this! Oh! God! 
King. I know myself 

No more. No more I honor custom, nor 
The voice of nature, nor the law of nations^- 
Queen. How much I pity you! 
King. (Enraged.) Pity! Pity! 

The pity of a, harlot — 
Infan. ( Clinging^ frightened^ to her mother.) 

The King is angry 
And my dear mother weeps. 
( The King thrusts the child roughly from the Queen.) 
Queen. ( With mildness and dignity^ hU with a tremr 

bling voice.) 

This child I must 
Protect against ill-treatment. Come with me 
My daughter. ( Takes the child in her arms.) 

If the King will no more know thee 
Then must I summon sureties from heyond 
The Pyrennees for our protection. ( Going.) 
Kino. (Embarrassed.) Queen! 

Queen. I can no longer bear it — ^'tis too much. 
( She goes towards the door and falls down at the threshold 

with the child.) 
Kino. (Hastenit^ towards her full of alarm.) 
Heav'n! 
Infan. ( Crying^ in terror^ 

Ah! my mother bleeds! {Runs out.) 
Kino. (Anxiously assisting the Q^een.) 

How dreadful! Bloodi 
Deserve I to be punish'd so severely? 
Rise up! Revive! Rise up! We'll be surpris'd. 
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Shall my whole court be witness to this sight? 
Rise! I entreat you — rise. • 

{She raises herself up assisted hy the King,) 



SCENE X. 

The farmer. Alba and Domingo enter in terror. 

Ladies follow. 

King. Conduct the Queen away. She's ill. 
( The Queen goes out accompanied hy the ladies. Jilba 
and Domingo approach the King.) 

Alba. The Queen in tears, and on your visage blood — 

King. Wonder is that, t' th' fiends who have misled 
me? 

Alba. ^ ^^^ 

DoM. 3 

King. Who have said enough to drive me mad — 

For my conviction, nothing; 

Alba. ^ What we had, 

We gav&— 

King. May hell reward you. I have done 
What I repent of. That was not the language 
Of conscious guilt. 

PosA. WUhout.) Can I speak with the KLing? 



14 
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SCENE XL 

Marquis Posa. Hie former. 

King. {Starts up with animation on hearing Posd^s 
voice^ and advances to meet him.) 
Ah' That's he! Welcome, Marquis. 
( To Alba and Domingo.) 1 no longer 

Require your presence. Leave us. 
(Mba and Domingo look at each other in silent astonish- 
ment and go out.) 



SCENE XIL 
The King. Marquis Posa« 

PosA. To th' aged man, who has encountered death 
In twenty battles for your Majesty, 
It must seem hard to be thus sent away. 

King. 'Tis meet that you think thus, and I thus act. 
What you have been to me in a few hours, 
He was not in a life time. I will not 
Conceal my liking. Bright upon your brow 
Shall shine my royal favor's seal. The man, 
I've chosen for my friend, I will see envied. 

PosA Ev'n thougji the cover of obscurity. 
Alone could make him able to deserve 
The name? 

Kino. What bring you? 

PosA. As e'en now I came ' 

Through th' anti-room I heard such rumors as 
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I could not credit — angry words — ^blood — ^the Queen — 

'Twere dreadful if this rumor were not false— 

If by your Majesty aught had meanwhile 

Been done. — Discoveries that I have made, 

Of moment, change the face of things entirely — 

King. Ah! 

PosA. I found opportunity to get 

From the Prince, papers which will throw some light— 
(He gives the King the papers of CarlosJ) 

King. (Looking over them eagerly*) 
A letter from the Emperor my father — 
How? I have no remembrance of this letter. 
{He reads it through^ and then anxiously returns to the 

others.) 
Ettracts from Tacitus — ^plan of a fortress — 
And what is here? — ^This hand I ought to know. 
'Tis from a lady. (He reads attentively^ partly aloud.) 

"Key — ^the back apartment 
O' th' Queen's pavilion— cabinet." — Ha! what? 
"Here love may speak — a hearing and reward." 
Oh! hellish treachery! I know it now. 
'Tis she! It is her hand. - 

PosA. The Queen's?^ — Impos'ble— 

King. The Princess Eboli — 

PosA. So then 'twas true, 

What the Page Henarez confest to me; 
Who was the bearer of the key and letter. 

King. (Seizing the Marquis'* hand in high excitement.) 
Marquis — Pm fearfully beset! This woman — 
Marquis — ^'twas she. who broke the Queen' scrutoire. 
The first forewarning came from her. Who knows 

(SI 
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How much the Monk's concemM in this. I am 
The victim of a cursed villany. 

PosA. It is then fortonate-^ 

Kino. Marquis! Marquis! 

I now begin to fear, Pre wrong'd my wife— 

PosA. If there has been between the Prince and her 
A secret understanding — ^be assur'd, 
It was of other— of far other import. 
Pve certain knowledge, that the Prince's wish 
To go to Flanders, with the Queen herself 
Originated. 

King. I believe it truly. 

PosA. The Queen's ambitious.— And may I say more? 
Deeply she's pain'd, to find herself deceiv'd 
In her proud hope— cut off from every share 
Of regal pow'r. The Prince's fiery youth 
To her large projects ofifer'd a resource. 
Her heart — I doubt if she can love. 

King. Her schemes 

Of politic contrivance, I fear not 

PosA. Whetlier she be belov'd — and from the Prince 
There be aught worse to dread — ^this is, methinks, 
A question should be solv'd. There then were need 
Of stricter watchfulness — 

King. For him you'll answer-^-- 

PosA. {After a pause.) 
If, Sire, you deem me worthy to perform 
This task, I must beseech you, that my pow'r 
Be unrestricted — 

King. That it shall be, wholly. 

PosA. Ai\d that, whatever I may undertake, 
As deem'd by me essential to my purpose, 
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Shall by no hindnnce, nnder any name 
Or fonn, be inteimiited. 

KixG. No, by none— 

I promise you. You're been my guardian angel« 
How much I owe you for this infonnation! 

{To LtrwMtj who enters.) 
How is the Queen? 

Ler. Still feeble^ from her swqon. 

(He looks at the Marquis doubtingly^ and goes out) 

PosA. {After a pause,) 
Yet is there a precaution requisite. 
The Prince, 'tis to be fear'd, may be forewarned. 
Many and faithful are his friends. Perhaps 
He has an understanding with the rebels. 
To desperate resolves alann may drive him. 
Therefore would I advise, that measures now 
Be ta'en, to be prepared for such event 

King. You're right. But how — 

PosA. An order of arreit 

Entrusted by your Majesty to me, 
To be when danger's imminent, employ'd— 

{Observing that the King hesitates,) 
Meanwhile let it remain a secret, till— 

King. {Going to a table to write the order*) 
The kingdom is at stake. Uncommon means 
The greatness of the peril warrants. Here, 
Marquis, — I need not urge on you, forbearance. 

PosA. ( Taking the order.) 
Tis for the last extremity, my King. 

Knfo. {Laying his hand on the MarquiM^ shoulder.) 
Go— -go-— dear Marquis— go— nmd bring agttin 
Peace to my heart, and slumber to my pilhyw. 

14* {Both go out at opposiu doors,) 
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SCENE XIII. 

•/9 Gallery, 

Don Carlos enters in great excitement. Count Lerma 

meeting him. 

Car. Ah! Pve been seeking you — 

Ler. And I your Highness. 

Car. UH true? P th' name of Heav'n, is't true? 

Ler. What? 

Car. That 

He raisM a dagger Against her— and that she 
Was carried bleeding from his room? By all 
That's holyl Tell me — ^what must I believe? 
What is the truth? 

Ler. She fainted, and in falling 

Wounded lierself. 

Car. That's all? No other danger? 

No other— on your honor, Count — ^no other? 

Ler. Not for the Queen — ^but for yourself, the more. 

Car. Not for my mother! Then be heav'n thank'd! 
A hor'ble rumor reach'd me. — that the King 
'Gainst child and mother were enrag'd — and that 
A secret were reveai'd — 

Ler. The last, perhaps, 

Is true. 

Car. Is true! 

Ler. One warning. Prince, I've given you, 

Which you despis'd. Make better use o' the second. 

Car. How? 



Scene XIII.] DON CARLOS. 168 

Ler. If I err not, in your hands I saw, 

A few days since, a small portfolio. Prince, 
Of azure velvet, work'd with gold — 

Gar. Ah! One 

Like that I have — yes — well? 

Ler. And on the cover 

A portrait set in pearls — 

Car. Just so. 

Ler. As I 

Enter'd to-day, quite unexpectedly, 
The King's apartment, I beheld the same 
In's hands — and Marquis Posa stood beside him. — 

Car. {After a momenf^s silence^ with energy,) 
That is not true. 

Ler. ( With feeling,) Pm guilty then of fraud. 

Car. {Fixing his eyes on him,) 
Yes. That you are. 

Ler. I do forgive you, Prince. 

Car. {Walks up and dovm in great excitement: at 
last he stops before Lerma.) 
What injury ha s he then done to thee.^ 
And what — the guiltl^s bonds of friendship, which 
With such a fiendish zeal thou seek'st to rend? 

Ler. I honor, Prince, the grief which makes you thus 
Unjust. 

Car. Oh! God! God! guard me from suspicion. 

Ler. I recollect the very words o' th' King: — 
How much I owe you, said he, as I enter'd^ 
For this. 

Car. Oh! cease! 

Ler. Duke Alba too, 'tis said, 

Has falPn. From Prince Ruy Gomez the great seal 
Is ta'en, and given to the Marquis Posa. 
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Car. {Lost in thought) 
And he conceal'd it from me! — ^Why from me? 

Ler. With wondet the whole court akeady views him 
As the King's favorite, with sway unbounded — 
The minister all-powerful. 

Car. He lov'd me— 

Aye, truly did he love me. I was dear 
To him as his own soul. Oh! that I know — 
That has been shown me by a thousand proofs. 
But should not millions be more dear to him 
Than one. His soul was for a single friend 
Too large, and for his love the happiness 
Of Charles too narrow. Me he sacrific'd 
To's virtue. Can I therefore blame him? — Yes: 
'Tis certain — ^now 'tis certain: — ^now, I've lost him. 
(He walks on one side and covers his face.) 
Ler. Excellent Prince, can I do aught for you? 

Car. ( Without looking at him,) 
Go thou too and betray me to the King:— 
I've naught to give. 

Ler. Will you await th' event? 

Car. I've lost him. Oh! I am deserted now. 

Ler. (Approaches him with sympathy.) 
Will you not think, Prince, of your safety? 

Car. Safety? 

Generous man! 

Ler. And is there no one else 

You tremble for? 

Car. (Starting.) Ah! You remind me— yes — 
My mother! And the letter I retum'd 
To him — the which at first I would not leave. 
And yet I left — 
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{He walks about toringing his hands.) 
Has she deserv'd this? Her 
He should have spar'd. Count, should he not? 
(Suddenly taith a resolute manner.) 

I must 
Go seek her — I must warn her — she must be 
Frepar'd. — ^Dear Lefma, whom, whom shall I send? 
Have I then no one left me? God be thank'd, 
Pre yet a friend— and nothing more to lose. 

(Hastens ouU) 
Ler. (Following and ealUng after Mm.) 
Prince, whither? 



SCENE XIV. , 
The QuEEX. Alba. Bomjnqo. 

Alba. If, gracious Queen, it be allow'd us-— 

Queen. What 

Is your request? 

DoM. Sincere solicitude 

For the high person of your Majesty, 
Forbids us to be silent and inactive 
Where peril threatens you. 

Alba. We therefore haste 

Through timely warning, to disarm a plot . 
That's laid against you. 

DoM. And to offer you 

Our zeal and our best service. 

Queen. (Looks at Mm with astonisJiment,) 

Rev'rend Sir, 
And you, my noble Duke, much you surprise me. 
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Truly, from the Duke Alba, and Domingo, 
I look'd not for devotedness like this. 
I know how I must value it. You say. 
There is a plot against me. May I learn — 

Alba. A certain Marquis Posa, we beseech you, 
Beware of. By his Majesty the King 
He^s charg'd with business of a secret import. 

Queen. With pleasure do I hear, the King has chose 
So well. The Marquis Posa is reported 
A man both great and virtuous. Never was 
The favor of the King bestow'd more justly. 

DoM. BestowM more justly? We have cause to think 
Far otherwise. 

Alba. No longer is't a secret 

To what this Marquis lends himself* 

Queen. What mean you? 

DoM. Have there not from your Majesty's scrutoire 
Been taken things of value? 

Queen. What of them? 

WTiat I have lost, is known to my whole court. 
But Marquis Posa— how is he therewith 
Connected? 

Alba. Very nearly; for the Prince 
H^ also miss'd important papers, which 
This morning have been seen in the King's hands, 
The while the Chevalier had private audience. 

Queen. {After a pause,) 
Strange! Strange indeed! I find an enemy 
Of whom I never dreamt, and* two new friends 
Whom I remember not I ever had 
Before — ^for I confess, {fixing on them a searching look,) 

I was about 
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To pardon you for certain services 
That have been done me with the King. 

Alba. Us? 

Queen. You. 

DoM. Duke Alba! Us! 

Queen. ( With her looks still fixed on them.) 

Vm therefore glad to learn 
Thus timely, that I was o'erhasty. I 
Already had resolv'd this day to ask 
The King that my accuser be producM. 
Duke Alba as a witness I can now 
Appeal to. 

Alba. Me? 

Queen. Why not? 

DoM. And thus lose all 

The benefit which we in secret might— 

Queen. In secret! {With pride,) 

I desire to be inform'd, 
Duke Alba, what with you or with this priest, 
The consort of your King could have to plan. 
Which from her husband should be kept conceaPd. 
Am I then innocent or guilty? 

. DoM. What 

A question! ^ 

Alba. But the King might not perhaps 
Be just — at least, not now. 

Queet. Then must 1 wait 

Until he is so. Happy will they be. 
Who by his being just can profit. 
{She goes out. Alba and Domingo retire in an opposite 

direction,) 
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SCENE XV. 

Apartment of the Princess Eholu 

Princess Eboli. Immediately afterwards Don Carlos. 

Eboli. The wondrous rumor then is true, that fills 
The whole court. 

Car. {Entering) Start not, Princess — I will be 
As gentle as a child. 

Eboli. Prince— this surprise— 

Car. Are you ojQfended still? Still? 

Eboli. Prince! 

Car. Pray, tell mef— 

Are you oflfonded still? 

Eboli. What is't you mean? 

You seem. Prince, to forget — ^What sedc you of me? 

Car. {Grasping her hand) 
Canst thou foreyer hate? Does injur'd lore 
Never forgive? 

Eboli. {Endeatooring to disengage herself) 
Of what do you remind me — 

Car. Thy goodness and my thanklessness. I know, 
Dear girl, that I have deeply wounded thee— 
Have tortur'd thy soft heart— drawn bitter tears 
From these bright eyes. — ^Nor is it now repentance 
That brings me hither. 

Ebou. Leave me, Prince — 

Car. Pve come, 

Because thou art a gentle girl — ^because, 
I do account thee generous and noble. 
Save thee alone, I have no friend i' th' world. 
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Thou wilt not hate me eyer? Wilt ngt he 
Implacahle? 

Eboli. ( Turns away her face,) 

Oh! cease — cease, Prince? No more 
For heaven's sake. 

Cab. Let me recall to mind 

That golden time,-^recall thy love—thy love 
^Gainst which I so miworthily transgressed. 
Let me now he to thee, what thy heart's dreams 
Did make me. Once again, place me hefore 
Thy soul such as I then appeared to thee, 
And to this shadow sacrifice, what thou 
To me canst never. 

Eboli. Oh! How cruelly 

You mock me Prince! 

Car. Be greater than thy sex: — 

Forgive an insult. Do what never yet 
Was done hy woman, nor will ever be. 
Something unheard of I require of thee:— 
Let me — ^here on my knees I do conjure thee— 
Let me speak with my mother, but a moment. 

( JTirows himself on his knees hefore her.) 



SCENE XVL 

The former. 

Marquis Posa rushes in followed hy two officers of the 

King^s hody guard, 

Posa. (Breaihless^ throtdng himself hetween them,) 
Whair— what has he confest? Believe him not. 

15 
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Car. {Still on his knees. In a louder voice.) 
By all that's holy— 

PosA. {Interrupting him with vehemence.) 

He's raving: — give no heed 
To what he says. 
Cab. {Still louder and more urgently.) 

It is for life or death — 
Oh! lead me to her! 
PosA. {Pulling the Prince away.) 

If you give him ear, 
You die. ( To one of the officers.) 

Count Cordua — 'i th' name 'o th' King. 
{Showing him the warrant and pointing to the Prince.) 
He is your pris'ner. 

{Carlos stands as if thunderstruck. The Princess 
shrieks. The officers are full of wonder. A long pause. 
The Marquis^ in deep agitation^ can with difficulty com^- 
mand himself.) 

( To the Prince.) Prince, your sword. — ^Remain 
Princess. — ( To the officer.) 

I hold you answer'ble to me 
That no one with his Highness speak — ^no one — 
Not ev'n yourself, on peril of your life. 
{He whispers a few words to the officer^ and then turns to 

the other.) 
I will immediately to th' King to render 
Account to him. ( To Carlos.) And also to yourself, 

Prince: 
Expect me in an hour. 

{Carlos permits himself to be led away toithout any sign 
of consciousness^ except that he gives a vacant languid look 
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to the Marqtdsj who covers his face. The Princess 
makes an attempt to vdthdraw. The Marquis seizes her 
hy the arm and retains her,) 



SCENE XVII. 

Princess Eboli. Marquis Posa. 

Eboli. Let me away from this. 
Posa. {Leading her forward. With a threatening 

solemnity,) 

What said he to thee? 
Eboli. Nothing — Ohf let me — ^nothing- 
Posa. {Still more sternly,) What — how much 

Didst leam? Thou canst not 'scape. To no one more 
Wilt thou relate it in this world. 

Eboli. Oh! God! 

What mean you? Sure, you will not murder me? 

Posa. {Drawing a dagger.) 
Aye — that I will. Be quick. 

Eboli. Me? Me? Oh? mercy! 

What have I done? . * 

Posa. {Poinding the dagger at her breast,) 

Still is there time. As yet 
The poison has not passed these lips. I dash 
The bowl to earth— and all remains as 'twas. 
The fate of Spain against a woman's life. 

(He continues in this positum^ still doubting,) 
Eboli. {Sinks dovm beside him and looks him steadily 

in the face,) 
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Why do you pause? I ask not to be sparM. 
I have deserv'd, and wish to die. 
PosA. {Lets his hand slowly fall: then^ afier a pause,) 

No— No. 
That were as cowardly as cruel. No — 
Thank heav'n! There's yet another means. . 
(lie lets the dagger fall and hurries out. The Princess 
hurries out through another door.) 



SCENE XVIII. 

•^n apartment of the Queen. 

The Queen to the Countess Fuentes. 

What tumult in the palace! Ev'ry sound 

To day affrights me. Countess, go; and bring 

To me word what it means. 

( The Countess goes out and the Princess Eboli rushes in.) 



SCENE XIX. 
Queex. Princess Eboli. 

Eboli. (Breathless and pale^ sinks down before the 

Q^en,) 
Help! Queen— he's taken! 

Queen. Who.? 

Eboli. The Marquis Posa, 

By order of the King, has ta'en him pris'ner. 

Queen. Who? who.? 

Eboli, The Prince. 
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QuEKir. Thoa^ smI! 

Ebou. Tliey bev Im bow 

Away. 

QusEX. Who toA him piis^iierr 

Ebou. Marquis Poea. 

QuEKx. Ah?— God be pnis'd Hwas he tiiat took him* 

Ebou. That 

You say so cahnly, Queen? So coldly?— Heaven! 

Ton do not dieam — yoa know not — 

QrsBir. Wherefore he 

Was ta'en? — for some wild error probably, 

Such as is natural to th' impetaons spirit 

Of youth. 

Ebou. Oh! No: No. ^was not that, Oh! Queen. 

Oh! cursed, devilish deed! There^ no escape 

For him. He dies! 

Queen. He dies? 

Ebou. And Pm his murd'rer. 

Queen. He dies? Thou rav'st' Bethink thee. 

, Ebou. Oh! could ( 

HsLve known 'twould come to that! 

Queen. ( Taking her afectitmately by the hand,) 

You are bewilder'd, 

Princess. Collect yourself, that you may tell me 

Calmly, not in such horrid images 

That fright my soul, what you do know. What isH 

Has happen'd? 

Ebou. Oh! Not with this kindness, Queetl'— 

This heav'nly condescension. Oh! it bums 

My conscience like a fire of hell. I am 

Unworthy to uplift my eyes tow'rds you. 

Oh! Crush the wretch, who, stung with shame, remorse, 
15* 
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And self-contempt, crouches before your feet. 

QjUEEN. Oh! Speak. What hast thou to confess to me? 

Eboli. Angel of light! pure spirit! Thou dost not 
know — 
Conceive thou canst not, what a demon thou 
Hast smil'd on. — ^Know her now. Twas I who robb'd 
you. 

Queen. You? 

Eboli. And deliver'd to the King those letters. 

Queen. You? 

Eboli. And I dar'd accuse you — 

Queen. » You — ^you could— 

Eboli. Revenge— love — ^madness — ^you I hated, and 
I lov'd the Prince — 

Queen. Was it because you lov'd him? 

Eboli. Because I had confest to him my love^ 
And met with no return. 

Queen. (After a pause.) Oh! now is all 
UnravelPd. Rise. You lov'd him. — I've already 
Forgiv'n — forgotten it already. Rise. 

(Stretching out ker hand to the Princess.) 

Eboli. No; no. There's yet a horrible confession. — 
The King— seduction. — Oh! You tuim away — 
I read abhorrence in your looks. — ^The crime 
Wherewith 1 charged you, myself committed. 

(She presses her face to the ground. The Queen goes 
out. After some time the Duchess of Olivarez comes out 
of the room into which the Queen had passed^ and finds 
the Princess still in the same posture. She approaches 
her: the Princess starts wp, toith a gesture of distraction 
when she perceives that the Queen has gone.) 
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SCENE XX. 
Princess Eboli. Duchess of Oliyarez. 

Eboli. She has deserted me: — Oh! Now I'm lost. 

Oliv. (Approaching her,) 
Princess — 

Eboli. I know wherefore you're come. The Queen 
Has sent you to pronounce my sentence. — Quick! 

Oliv. I'm order'd by her Majesty to take 
From you your cross and keys. 

Eboli. ( Takes from her hreast a golden cross and 

gives it to the Duchess.) 

May I not kiss 
Once more the hand o' th' best of Queens? 

Oliv. You'll learn 

1' th' convent of St. Mary what's to be 
Your fate. 

Eboli. Oh! Shall I see the Queen no more? 

Oliv. {Embraces her^ witU her countenance turned 

away,) 
Farewell! 

( The Duchess goes out hastily. The Princess follows 
her to the door of the cahinety which is instantly closed^ 
after the Duchess has entered. The Princess falls on her 
knees before it^ and after a few moments starts up and 
rushes out with her face cohered,) 
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SCENE XXI. 

The ^UEEN. Marquis Posa. 

Queen. Marquis — at last. Pm happy that you Ve come. 

Posa. (JPale^ with a disturbed countenance^ and faU 
tering voice: deeply moved through the whole scene.) 
Your Majesty's alone? Can we be heard 
By no one in the next apartment? 

Queen. No one. 

Wherefore? What is't you have to tell me? Ah! 
{She looks at the Marquis more closely and steps hack 

alarmed) 
How changed you are! Your features wear a stamp 
Of death. You make me tremble, Marquis. Whence 
Is this? 

Posa. You know already — 

Queen. That the Prince 

Is made a prisoner — ^and by you, 'tis added. 
It is then true? I would not credit it 
But from yourself. 

Posa. 'Tis true. 

Queen. By you? 

Posa. By me. 

Queen. {Looks at him for a moment in doubt.) 
Marquis, your actions I respect, ev'n when 
I understand them not. But, for this once. 
Pardon the timid woman. Oh! I fear 
You play a desp'rate game. 

Posa. Pve lost it. 

Queen. Heav'n! 
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PosA. Fear not, my Queen; he's safe. 'Tis for my- 
self 
I've lost it. 

Queen. What am I to hear? Oh! God! 

PosA. Who bade me on a smgle throw risk all? 
So bold, so self-confiding, sport with fate? 
What mortal can take on himself to guide 
The weighty helm of chance? That only can 
Omniscience. Yes, 'tis just — ^But wherefore now 
Speak of myself? The time is precious — and 
Perhaps my judge's niggard hand has mark'd 
Already my last hour. 

Queen. Your judge's hand? 

This solemn tone! I understand you not. 
You make me shudde]>— 

PosA. He's sav'd. At what cost 

It matters not. But only for to-day. 
Few are his moments. He must use them well. 
He must to-night fly from Madrid. 

Queen. To-night? 

PosA. All is prepar'd. At the Carthusian convent 
Which was so long th' asylum of our friendship. 
Horses await him. In these bills is all 
I hAve of worldly fortune: you will add 
What more he needs. Much were there yet my heart 
Would tell my Carlos — ^much that he should hear. 
But time might fail me: — ^you will speak with him 
To-night; hence, I address myself to you. 

Queen. Oh! Speak not with such fearful mystery. 
What — ^tell me — ^what has happen'd? 

PosA. Listen then. 

To you I will unbosom, me. My lot 
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Has been such as to few men ever falls. 

I IdvM a monarch's son. To him alone 

My heart was dedicated, and in him 

Embraced a world. For in my Carlos' soul 

Did I create a Paradise for millions. 

Oh! glorious were my dreams! — ^But Providence 

Is pleas'd to summon me untimely from 

My noble work. — Soon will he have no more 

His Roderick. Here, on this holy altar — 

Here — ^here— on his Queen's heart, I lay my last, 

Most valuable bequest. Here let him find it, 

When I shall be no more. 
(He turns his face away — his voice stifled by grief,) 
Queen. This is the language 

Of one about to die. I will but think 

It is the fever of your blood. Oh! speak — 

What mean your words? 

PosA. Say to the Prince, that he 

Must not forget the oath we two did swear 

Together in those hope-inspir'd days 

Upon the sacred host. Mine I have kept. 

To him I'm true, ev'n unto death. 

Queen. To death.^ 

PosA. Oh! Let him to the dream — ^the fearless dream, 

Of a new state — the lovely birth of friendship — 

Give life and body. The first hand be put 

By him to this rough block. Succeed he, or. 

Succumb — ^no matter. Let him but begin. 

When ages shall have pass'd, will Providence 

Repeat a Prince like him upon a throne 

Like his, and the new favorite inspire 

With the like lofty spirit. Tell him, that. 
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A man, he mnst respect his young days' dreams. 
And open not the tender heav'nly hud 
To th' poisoning insect, hoasted Reason, — ^that, 
He yield not, when the wisdom of mere dust 
Asperses God-deriv'd Enthusiasm., 

Queen. Oh! whither. Marquis, tend your words? 

PosA. Tell him 

I lay upon his soul the happiness 
Of nations, — ^that I do exact it of him— 
That, dying I exact it — and, of right. 
I might have made to heam upon these realms 
A new bright day. King Philip op'd to me 
His heart. He calPd me, son. I bear his seal. 
His Albas now have ceas'd to be. 
{He pauses and looks for a moment in silence at the 

Queen,) 

You weep.— 
Oh! noble soul! — ^Those tears I understand: 
Joy makes them flow. — 'Tis past. Carlos or I. 
The choice was quick and awful. One was lost — 
And I will be that one. Seek not to know more. 

Queen. Now, now, do I begin to comprehend you. 
Oh! miserable man! What have you done? 

PosA. Pve sacrific'd brief ev'ning hours, to save 
A brilliant summer day. For with the King 
I can do nothing. Him, then, I resign. 
In this stiff soil no flow'r of mine will bloom. 
Through my great friend the destiny of Europe 
Must be accomplishM. Spain must wait for him. 
Beneath the hand of Philip let it bleed 
Till then. — ^But wo to him and me, if I 
Have err'd — If I have chosen wrong. — ^No— no 
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That cannot be: I know my Charles. — And yon, 
My Qjueen, will be my pledge. 

Queen. I will be 

PosA. Now, 

I die contented. Finifih'd is my work. ( Going,*) 

Queen. Marquis, you go — an4 have not told me 
when- — 
How soon, we meet again. 

PosA. {With his face turned away.) 

Yes — surely, — ^we 
Shall meet again. 

Queen. {<After a pause.) Is no deliv'rance pos'ble? 

PosA. None. 

Queen. None? Bethink you well. Not ev'n 

through me? 

PosA. Not ev'n through you. 

Queen. You know me yet but half. 

Pve courage. 

PosA. That I know. 

Queen. And no deliv'rance? 

PosA. None. ( Goes hastily out. The Queen retires 

to the Cabinet.) 

• Note bt the Translator.— In obedience to the law 
which should always govern a translator, I have endeavored 
throughout to adhere strictly to the original, not even deviat- 
ing from its words, except for the higher purpose of preserving 
its sense and spirit. But here I have taken the liberty of 
omitting several pages, because I thought that a passage in 
the original would not produce (upon English readers) the 
effect intended. From the same motive I have also curtailed 
the conclusion of this scene. 
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SCENE xxn. 

JlntirToom of the Eing, 

The Duke of Alba and Domingo, are walking up and 
down separately in silence. Count Lbrma comes out of 
the Kin^s calnnet After a few moments^ Don Ray- 
mond of Taxisj the Postmaster Creneralj enters. 

. Ler. The Marquis has not yet appeared? 

Alba. Not yet. 

(Lerma is ahout to return,) 

Taxis. (Entering.) 
Announce me, Count. 

Ler. The King sees no one. 

Taxis. Tell him, 

I must speak with him* Of great urgency 
And import is my business. Hasten you. 
(Lerma goes into the caUnet.) 

Alba. Learn patience, Taxis: you'll not see the King. 

Taxis. Not? Wherefore not? 

Alba. You should have first obtain'd 

Permission of the Marquis Posa, who 
Has ta'en both son and father pris'ner. 

Taxis. Posa? 

How? He it is from whom I did receive 
This letter— 

Alba. Letter? 

Taxis. Which I was to send 

To Brussels. 

Alba. {Eagerly.) Brussels? 
16 



18»2 DON CARLOS. [Act. IV. 

Taxis. And 'tis that I bring 

The King.— 

Alba. To Brussels! ( To Domingo,) 

Hear you that? To Brussels! 
DoM. That looks suspicious. 
Taxis. And how anxiously 

He charg'd me with it. 
DoM. Anxiously? 

Alba. To whom 

Is it address'd? 
Taxis. To th' Prince of Orange Nassau. 

Alba. To William? This is treason. 
DoM. Nothing less. 

To th' King this letter must be instantly 
Deliver'd. You deserve great praise, to be 
Thus faithful in the service of your King. 

Taxis. I have but done my duty, Rev'rend Sir. 
Ler. ( Comes out of the Cabinet. To Taxis.) 
The King will speak with you. — ^The Marquis still 
Not come? ( Taxis goes into the cabinet.) 
DoM. He's sought for ev'ry where 
Alba. 'Tis strange! 

Prince Carlos a state-pris'ner, and the King 
Himself not know for what? 

DoM. And he not come 

To render to the King account thereof. 
Alba. How seems the King? 
Ler. He does not speak a word. 

(A noise is heard in the cabinet) 
Alba. Ah! Hark! What's that? 
Taxis. {Coming out of the cabinet.) 

Count Lerma! 
{Lerma and Taxis return to the cabinet.) 
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Alba. ( To Domingo.) What has happen'd? 

DoM. This tone of terror! If tjiis letter, Duke: — 
Some evil 1 suspect. 

Alba. He summons Lerma, 

Although he knows that you and I are here. 

DoM. Our time is past. 

Alba. Am 1 the same no more 

To whom here formerly all doors flew open? 
How ev'ry thing is changed arou nd me! — Strange! 

DoM. (Has approached the door of the cabinet softly 

and stands lisfning,) 
Hark! 

Alba. (After a pause,) 

'Tis as still as death. We hear them breathe. 

DOM. [Leaving the door of the cabinet) 
1 have an anxious awful feeling, that 
This moment's pregnant with some great event. 



SCENE XXIII. 

The Prince of FkKSHA^the Dukes of F£RIA and Medina 
SiDONiA, with other grandees^ enter. The former. 

Par. Can we speak with the King? 

Alba. No. 

Par. No? Who's with him 

Fer. The Marquis Posa, doubtless? 

Alba. He is now 

Expected. 

Par. Just this moment we're arriv'd 
From Sarragossa. All Madrid's in uproar. — 
Is it then true? 
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AoM. Alas! it is. 

Fer. Tis true? 

That he's arrested by the Maltese Knight? 

Alba. Aye: — just so. 

Par. Wherefore. What has happened? 

Alba. Wherefore? 

That no one knows, except his Majesty 
And Marquis Posa. 

Par. And without consent 

O' th' Cortez of his kingdom? 

Fer. Wo to him 

Who has had share in this offence 'gainstlaw. 

Alba. Wo to him— I say too. 

Sid. And I. 

The other Grandees. We all. 

Alba. Who'll follow me into the cabinet? 
I'll throw me at the feet o' th' King*— 

Ler. (Rushes out of the caJnnei.) Duke Alba! 

(Mha hurries in.) 

DoM. At last! Oh! Heay'n be prais'd. 

Ler. (In great agitation,) If the Knight comes, 

The King is not alone. He'll send for him. 

DoM. ( To Lerma round whom all collect^ full of 
curiosity and eoBcitement,) 
Count, what has happen'd? 

Ler. (jMout to hurry away,) That is villainous! 

Par. Fer. What? What? 

Sid. How is the King? 

DoM. What's villainous? 

Ler. The King shed tears. 

DoM. Shed tears? 
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All ( Together with astonishment.) 

The King shed tears? 
( The cabinet hell rings. Count Lerma hurries in.) 
DoM. Count — ^yet a word. — ^He's gone! And we 
stand here 
TransfixM with horror. 



SCENE XXIV. 

The former. Princess Eboli. 

Eboll {Rushing in^ in violent excitement.) 
Where is the King? Where? I must speak with him. 

( To the Duke of Feria.) 
Conduct me to him, Duke. 

Fer. The King is now 

Engag'd in business of great consequence. 
No one can be admitted. 

Eboli. He signs perhaps 

The fatal sentence? He's betray'd. I know it — 
Pll prove it to him. 

DoM. ( Gives her from a distance a significant look.) 

Princess Eboli! 

Eboli. (Mvandng to him.) 
Ah! Priest— you here? That's well. You will nvouch it. 
(She seizes his hand and mil drag him into the cabinet.) 

DoM. I? You're distracted, Princess? 

Fer. Hold! the King 

Will not now listen to you. 

Eboli. But, he must. 

Truth he must listen to — aye truth— and were he — 
Ten times a god. 
16* 
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DoM. Away! You hazard all. 

Stay l)ack. 

Eboli. Man, tremble at your idol's anger — 
I've nought to hazard. 

{Ag she is about to enter the cabmeti the Duke of 
Mba rushes out with looks of triumph. He haMcas up to 
Domingo and embraces Aim.) 

Alba. Let in all the churches 

Te Deums sound. The victory's ours. 

DoM. Ours? 

Alba. (^To Domingo and the other Grandees,) 
Now, in to th' King. More shall you learn hereafter. 






ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

An apartment in the Palace^ separated hy an iron grate 
from a large courts in which guards are walking up 
and down. 

(Carlos sitting at a tdble^ kLs head reclining on his arms^ 
as if he slept In the back part of the apartment^ seve- 
ral officers. Marquis Posa enters^ unperceived hy Carlos^ 
and whispers to the officers^ who thereupon withdraw. Posa 
approaches quite near to Carlos^ and looks at him for 
some moments sorrowfully in silence. At length he makes a 
movement which rouses Carlos^ who rises^ and perceiving 
Posa^ starts. Carlos then gazes at him for a while and 
passes his hand across his forehead^ as if endeavoring to 
recollect something.) 

Posa. Tis I Carlos. 

Car. {diving him his hand.) 

Thou com'st to see me here? 
That's kind of thee. 

Posa. I thought Ihou might'flt here need 

Thy friend. 

Car. Thou thought'et so? Ohi that gtves me joy. 
I knew thou lov'dst me still. 

Posa. I have deserv'd 

That thou should'st think I do. 

Car. Now again 

We understand each other — do we not? 
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This calm forbearance, and this gentleness, 
Befit great souls: What though I was in one 
Of my requirements, rash, unjust, — ^should'st thou 
Refuse me therefore those too that are just? 
Severe can virtue be, but never cruel — 
Inhuman never. — It has cost thee much. 
Oh! yes — I think I know how thy heart bled 
As thou did'st deck thy victim for the altar. 

PosA. Carlos, what meanest thou? 

Car. ■ Thou thyself wilt now 

Complete that which I should ha^done, but could not. 
Thou'lt give to Spain those golden days, which she 
Had hoped from me in vain. — For me, — Pm lost: 
Forever lost. Thou hast perceiv'd it. Oh! 
This fatal love has canker'd in the bud, . 
The early blossoms of my soul. Pm dead 
For thy great hopes. Or Providence or chance 
Led thee to th' King. My secret is the price — 
And he is thine: thou can'st become his angel. 
For me, there's no escape — ^perhaps for Spain. 
Oh! there's in this naught else to blame, naught, naught. 
But my mad blindness, not until this day 
T' have seen, that thou'rt, as great as tender. 

Posa: No— : 

That I did not foresee— did not foresee. 
That friendship's magnanimity, would ev'n 
Be more inventive than my worldly prudence. 
My fabric crumbles — I forgot thy heart. 

Car. And yet, if her thou could'st have spar'd this 
fate — 
Oh! I had thank'd thee for't unspeakably. 
Could I alone not bear it? Must she be 
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I The second victim?— But, no more of this: — 
I will not burden tliee with a reproach. 
What is the Qjaeen to thee? Lov'st thou the Queen? 
Should thy strict virtue seek to satisfy 
My love's solicitude? Oh! pardon me, 
I was unjust 

PosA. Thou art so. But 'tis not 

For this reproach. If I deserv'd this one 
I should deserve them all; — ^nor should I then 
Thus stand before thee. {He takes out his note book.) 

Here I bring thee back 
Some of the letters thou entrustedst to me. 
( Carlos is struck with astonishment^ and looks first at the 

letters^ then at Posa,) 
I give them back to thee, because they'll now 
Be safer in thy hands than mine. 

Car. How's this? 

The King then has not read them? Saw them not? 

PosA. These letters? 

Car. Did'st thou not then show him all? 

PosA. Who told thee that I showed him one? 

Car. Is't pos'ble?— 

Count Lerma. 

PosA. Ah? He told thee? — ^Now is all 

Made clear. Who could foresee it? — Lerma was't? — 
No— to him falsehood is unknown. 'Tis true: 
In the King's hands are left the other letters. 

Car. ( Gazes at him awhile in speechless astonishment.) 
But wherefore am I here? ^ 

PosA. For safety — ^lest 

Thou might'st a second time be led to make 
An Eboli thy confidant. 
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Car. {As if waking from a dream) Ah? — ^J^ow 
At last, I see it: — ^now 'tis clear — 
PosA. (Going to the door,) Who comes? 



SCENE II. 
Buke Alba. The former. 

Alba. (Approaches the Prince respectfuUy^and througlir 
ovt the scene keeps his hack turned to the Marquis?) 
Prince, you're free. Pm commission'd by the King 
T' announce it to you. 

( Carlos looks at the Marquis in astonishment) 

I esteem myself 
Most happy. Prince, that I should be the first — 

Car. I'm put in prison, and set free — and know 
The cause of neither? 

Alba. Prince, 'twas a mistake, 

To which— ^some traitor urg'd the King. 

Car. 'Tis then 

By order of the King that I am here? 

Alba. Yes: through an error. 

Car. If the King has err'd 

It then befits him to repair the fault 
In person. I am call'd Don Philip's son. 
The eyes of calumny are fix'd upon me. 
I will not seem to owe unto your favor 
That which his Majesty has done from duty. 
I'm ready to appear before the Cortez. — 
ril not receive my sword from hands like yours. 

Alba. The King will doubtless not refuse your High- 
ness 
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This reasonable wish, if you'll permit 
That 1 attend you to him.— 

Car. I stay here 

Until his Majesty or his Madrid 
Shall lead me from this prison. Take to him 
This answer. 

{Alha withdraws. He is seen for a time in the court 

giving orders.) 



SCENE III. 
Carlos. Marquis Posa. 

Car. (Full of expectation and astonishment.) 
But how is this? Explain it. Art thou not 
The minister? 

PosA. I have been, as thou see'st 

( Going to him with great emotion.) 
Oh! Carlos, it has work'd: it has. It ha& 
Succeeded. 'Tis accomplish'd. Prais'd be heav'n. 

Car. Succeeded? What? Thy words are riddles to me. 

PosA. ( Grasping his hand.) 
CarlofiT, thou'rt sav'd — thou'rt free — and I— (fife pauses.) 

Car. And thou? 

PosA. I press thee to my heart for the first time 
With perfect right: — ^with all that's dear to me, 
Pve eam'd this right: Oh! Charles, — how sweet, how 

great, 
This moment is! Now am I with myself 
Content. 

Car. Whence is this sudden change that's come 
Across thy features? Thus I never saw thee. 
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More proudly heaves thy bosom, and thy eyes, 
They sparkle. 

PosA. Carlos,^ — we must part Start not. 

Oh! be a man. What further thou shall'st hear, 
Promise me, Carlos, not with uncheek'd grief. 
Unworthy of great souls, to make to me 
This parting painful. — Carlos, thou dost lose me— 
For many years — ^fools say forever. 
( Carlos draws his hand back^ and gazes at him tffithout 

ansioering,) 

Be 
A man. Pve counted on thee — have not shunnM 
T' encounter the sad hour with thee, to which 
Is giv'n i' th' world the frightful name of last.*^ 
PQ'ay— I have rather look'd to it with joy. 
Come, let us sit: Pm feeble and exhausted. 
{He approacTies Carlos^ who stands in a deathrlike torpor 

and lets himself he drawn down to a seat,) 
Where art thou? dost not speak? — I will be brief. 
The day which foUow'd that whereon we last 
Did meet in the Carthusian Monastery, 
I was calPd to the presence of the King. 
The consequence thou know'st— knows all Madrid. 
Thou, dost not know, that unto him thy secret 
Had been betray'd — ^that letters which were found 
In the Queen's desk, bore witness 'gainst thee-— that 
From his own mouth I learnt this— and that he 
Made me his confidant. 

(He pausesj expecting an answer from Carlos^ who re- 

mains silent,) 
Carlos, in word^ 
I broke my faith. The plot that threaten'd thee 



Scene III.] ^DON CARLOS. 193 

Myself did guide. Too loud already spoke 
The deed. To vindicate thee wa^ too late. 
To make myself director of his vengeance. 
Was all was left me — and thus I became 
Thy foe, to serve thee more effectually. — 
Thou hear'st me not? 

Car. I hear. Go on — go on. 

PosA. Thus far, I am unblamable. But soon 
The unaccustomed beams of royal favor 
Betray'd me. As I had foreseen, the rumor 
Reach'd thee. But I, by a false tenderness 
Seduc'd, and blinded by the proud desire 
To end alone the daring enterprise, 
Withheld from thee my perlous secret Here 
Was the great oversight. Most ^evously 
I err'd. I know it My self-confidence 
Was madness: — but, 'twas founded on belief 
In thy enduring faith in me. 

(Here he pauses. Carlos passes from his former state of 
insensiMlUy info one of lively emotion.) 

That which 
I dreaded, happens. Thou becom'st alarmM 
At dangers that were not. The bleeding Queen — 
The tumult of th' (lighted court^— the rash, 
ni-timM officiousness of Lerma:-T-lastly, 
My unintelligible silencey-r-aU 
Bestorm thy agitated heart. Thpu waver'st-r- 
Thou giv'st me up. But y^t, too noble thou 
To doubt thy friend's integrity, thou deck'st 
With greatness his desertion; and when thus, . 
Thou can'st still honor him when faithless, then. 
And not till then, as faithless thou esteem'st him. 
17 
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Deserted by thy only friend, thou throw'st 
Thyself into the arms of Eboli — 
Into a demon's arms — ^for she it was, 
Who had betray'd thee. ( Carlos starts up,) 

Thither I beheld 
Thee hurry. Dark forebodings press my heart. 
I follow thee. Too late. Across thy lips 
Already the confession flew. For thee 
Is no deliverance. — 
Car. No. — ^No. She was movM — 

PosA. A sudden night came o'er my senses. Nothing — 
Nothing: — ^no refuge — ^no where succor — none. 
Despair makes me a fury — a wild beast. 
I put a dagger to a woman's breast- 
But now, a sunbeam breaks upon my soul. 
Could I mislead the King? Could I succeed, 
To seem myself the guilty? Probable 
Or not^ — ^iis evil — ^therefore, probable 
To Philip. Be it so. I'll venture it. 

A thunder-clap that bursts thus unexpected 
May shake the tyrant. And what need I more? 

He hesitates,— 4md Carlos has gain'd time 

To fly to Brabant. 

Car. And thou did'st it — did'st it? 

Pos A. I write to William, Prince of Orange, that 

I love the Queen,— that I've escap'd suspicion, 

Because on thee the jealousy o' th' King 

Is falsely bent, — ^that through the King himself, 

Pve found the means t' approach the Qjueen. I add, 

That I now dread detectioti^^ — that, by thee 

My passion is discover'd, and that thou 

Hast hasten'd to the Princess Eboli, 
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Perhaps, through her to warn the Qjaeen,— -that I 
Had hereupon imprisonM thee, and now, 
As all is lost, design to fly to Brussels. 
This letter— 

Car. Thou entrusted'st not to th' Post? 

Thou know'st that letters sent to Brabant and 
To Flanders— 

PosA. Are delivered to the King. 

And Taxis has already done his duty. 

Car. Heav'n! Then Pm lost' 

Px)SA. Thou? Wherefore thou? 

Car. Thou too 

Art lost. Oh! fatal deed! This monstrous fraud, 
My father never will forgive thee— never. 

PosA. Fraud? Who shall tell him that 'tis fraud? 

Car. {Looking fixedly at him,) 'Who? That 

Thou ask'st?— Myself. ( Going.) 

PosA. (Detaining him,) Thou'rt mad: stay back. 

Car. Away — 

Away. For Heaven's sake, hold me not back. 
The while I tarry here, he hires thy murd'rers. 

PosA. Thence, the more precious is our time. We've 
much 
To speak of yet together. 

Car. What?— Ere all 

(He attempts to go. The Marquis grasps him firmly by 
the arm^ and looks at him significantly.) 

PosA. Carlosy— Was I so eager, so spurr'd on 

By conscience, when, a boy, thou bled'st for me? 

( Carlos stands deeply moved before him.) 

Car. Oh! thou kind Providence! 
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PosA. Fly thou to Flanders. 

Thy duty is the Kingdom: mine-— to die 
For thee. 

Car. ( Takes him by the hand with lively emotion.) 
No— No. Such nobleness he will not—* 
Cannot withstand. I will conduct thee to him. 
Before him, arm in arm, we will appear. 
"Father" — thus will I speak to him — "this has 
A friend done for his friend." — 'Twill move him. Yes. 
My father's not without humanity. 
Believe me — ^this will move him. From his eyes 
Warm tears will flow, and both of us he'll pardon. 

{*d shot is fired through the grating. Carlos starts.) 
Ah! for whom's that? 

PosA. I think — ^for me. (He sinks down.) 

Car. (Falls down beside him with a shriek of grief.) 
Oh! Heav'nly mercy! 

PosA. ( With a broken voice.) 

He is quick — ^the King. 
I hop'd — ^yet longer — ^think thou of thy safety — 
Hear'st thou? — ^thy safety — ^fly — the Queen knows all— 
I can no more. (Dies,) 

( Carlos lies as if dead by Posa^s body, lifter some 
time the King enters^ accompanied by a crowd of Crran- 
dees. He starts at this spectacle. A deep silence. The 
Grandees arrange themselves in a semicircle around Car' 
los and the body of Posoj and look alternately at the 
King and at his son. Carlos shows still no signs of life. 
The King gazes at him some time in silence.) 
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SCENE IV. 

The Kino. Don Carlos. The Dukes of Alba, Feria, 
Medina Sidonia. The Prince of Parma, Count 
Lerma. Domingo; and many other Grandees, 

Kino. {In a mild tone.) 
Prince, thy request is granted. Here I am 
Myself, with all the nobles of my realm, 
T' announce to thee thy liberty. 

{Carlos casts his eyes up^ and looks round like one 
awakened from a dream. His eyes are directed first to 
the King^ then to the body of Posa. He makes no ansujer,) 

Receive 
Thy sword again. We've been too quick. My son 
Is not in's place. Rise up. Come to thy father's arms. 

Car. {Rises by the assistance cf the King^ without 
consciousness — hU suddenly recsUects himself and looks 
at the King more closely.) 
Thou smell'st of murder. I cannot embrace thee. 
{He thrusts the King from km. • General excitement 

among the Chrandees.) 
Why stand ye thus amaz'd? What have I done? 
Laid my hand on the Lord's anointed? Fear not. 
I will not harm him. See you not the mark 
Upon 'his forehead. Grod has branded him. 

King. ( Turning suddenly away.) 
Follow me nobles. 

Car. Sire, not from ihis spot. 

{He holds him firmly toith both hands^ and gets hold 
of the sword the King had brought with him. It comes 
out of the scabbard.) 
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Kino. A naked sword against thy father? 

All the Gran. {Drawing their swords.) Treason! 

Car. (Holding the King with one handy the sword in 
the other,) 
Put up your swords. What? Think ye, I am mad? 
I am not mad. And if I were, 'twould not 
Be prudent to remind me, that his life 
Hangs on my sword. I charge ye, stand aloof. 
Natures like mine, will not hear ehafing. What 
I have to settle with this King, does not 
Concern your fealty. — ^Look at his hands: — 
There's hlood upon them — ^look. Oh! then sec here! 
This is his work — ^the mighty master! 

King. ( To the Grandees who anxiously press round 
him.) 

Stand 
All hack. What i'st you fear? Are we not son 
And father? I will wait to see, to what 
Enormity will nature— 

Car. Nature? 

I know of none. The watchword now is murder. 
All human honds are broken. Thou thyself 
Hast rent them in thy realms. Shall I respect 
What thou contemn'st? See here! Oh! till to-day, 
There was no .murder done on earth. Is there 
A God? Dare kings thus havoc in his world? 
Since mothers have borne babes*-but one— but one 
Has died so innocent. — ^And dost thou know 
What thou hast done? — ^No: he knows not — ^knows not 
That he has stolen from the world a life 
That was more valu'ble, more noble and 
More dear, than he with all his century. 
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Kino. (In a mild tone,) 
If I have been too quick^ beseems it thee, 
For whom I was, to call me to accomit. 

Car. Is't pos'ble?— You divine not, what he was 
To me? Oh! Tell it him. Help his omniscience 
To solve this hidden mystery. He was 
My friend. And will you know, wherefore he died? 
He died for me. 

King. Oh! 4ny presentiment' 

Car. Thou bleeding corpse! forgive me, that I here 
Reveal it to such ears. — ^But, let him be 
With shame confounded — this great master of 
The human heart — that his profound grey wisdom 
Was by a youth's sagacity o'erreach'd. 
Yes — we were brothers, — ^brothers by a bond 
More noble far than that which nature forges. 
The beauteous pathway of his life, was love: 
His noble, lofty death, was love for me. 
While you were glorying in his confidence — 
While he with pla3rful eloquence disported 
With your proud giant spirit — ^he was mine. 
You deemed you mastered him — ^the while you were 
The pliant tool for his high schemes. That Vm 
A prisoner, was his friendship's thoughtful work. 
To rescue me, he wrote that letter to 
The Prince of Orange. Oh! it was his life's 
First lie. To rescue me, he brav'd the death 
He suffer'd. You bestow'd on him your favor— 
He died for me. You forc'd on him your friendship: 
Your sceptre was a plaything in his hands- 
He threw't away, and died for me. 
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( Hie King stands motionless toith his eyes fixed upon 
the ground. The Grandees all look at him with eniboT' 
rassment and timidity,) 

And was 
That pos'ble? This broad fraud yon could believe.'' 
How low he priz'd you, when he undertook 
To play upon you with this shallow trick. 
Tou sought to win his friendship, — and succumb'd 
To this weak proof! Oh! no — no — he was not 
A man for you. That he himself well knew, 
When he rejected you with all your crowns. 
In your rough b&nds this fine-strung instrument 
Was shatter'd. You could only murder him. 

Alba. {Who has not taken Ms eyes off the King^ 
and observes with anxiety the emotion de- 
picted in his countenance^ note approaches 
him,) 
Sire— not this death-like silence. Look around you. 
Speak to us. 

Car. You were nbt indifferent to him. 

You long had had his sympathy. Perhaps, 
He still had made you happy. His full heart 
Could have enrichM you from its o^erbundance. 
The frag;ments from his mind could have made you 
A God. Yourself and me you've robb'd. What will 
You proffer to replace a soul like his.^ 
(w9 deep silence. Many of the Orandees look away^ or 

cover their faces with their mantles,) 
Oh! Ye who stand assembled here, all mute 
With horror and with awe; condettm ye not 
The youth, who to his father and his King 
Uses such words. Look here! He died for me. 
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Oh! Have you tears? Flows blood within your veins? 
Look' — and condemn me not. 

(He turns to the King with more self-possession and 

mildness,) 

Perhaps you wait 
How this unnatural history will end? — 
Here is my sword. You are my King again. 
Think you, 1 fear your vengeance? Murder me, 
As you have murder'd here tliis noblest man. 
My life is forfeited, I know. What now 
Is life to me? All that the world has yet 
In store for me, I do renounce. Seek you 
A son 'mongst strangers. There my kingdoms lie. 

(He sinks doum by the dead hody^ and takes no part in 
what follows. In the meantime^ from a distance is heard 
a confused sound of voices and a multitude. Jl deep 
silence round the King. ' His eyes pass over the whole 
circle^ but no one returns his look.) 

King. Will no one speak? Each look upon the 
ground — 
Each face conceaPd? My sentence is pronounc'd. 
I read it in these silent looks. Pm judg'd 
By my own subjects. 

(The Grandees continue silent. The tumult without 
comes nearer and grows louder. A whisper circulates 
among the Chandees^ who interchange looks of alarm. 
Count Lerma at last speaks in a low voice to the Duke of 
Alba,) 

Ler. Ah! There's tumult. • 

Alba. So I fear. 

Ler. Hither it comes. They force their way— 



V 
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SCENE V. 

An Officer of the Life Guards. The former. 

Offi. (JRushing in.) 
Rebellion! Where's the King? {He makes his way 

through the Grandees and approaches the 
King) 

Madrid's in arms. 
Th' enraged populace and soldiery, 
In thousands, are collected round the palace. 
Tis rumor'd that Prince Carlos is arrested, 
And that his life's in jeopardy. Alive 
They'll see him, or set all Madrid in flames. 
All the Gran. Save — save the King. 
Alba. (To the King^ who stands unmoved and mo- 
tbhless.) 

Sire, save yourself — there's danger. 
As yet, we know not who has arm'd the people. 
( TAe King awakes from his reverie^ and advances among 

them with majesty.) 
King. Is then my throne still standing? Am I still 
The sov'reign of this land? No — I am not. 
These cowards weep, mov'd by a boy. You wait 
The signal — to desert me. I'm betray'd 
By rebels. 

Alba. What a hor'ble fancy. Sire. 
Kino. There — ^there, go kneel ye down:— kneel ye 
before 
The fresh young King. — I am no longer aught — 
A powerless old man. 

Alba. Is't come to this! 

Spaniard's! 
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(Ml the Grandees press round the King^ and kneel 
before him with drawn swords. Carlos is left alone with 
the Corpse.) 

Kino. ( Tearing off his mantle and ihromng it from 
him.) 
Invest him with the regal robe. 
Bear him aloft o'er my insulted corpse. 
(He falls senseless into the arms of Mha and Lerma.) 
Ler. , Help! Help! 

Fbr. Oh! God! What an event! 

Ler. He swoons. 

Alba. (Leaving the King ip the arms of Lerma and 
Feria.) 
Bear him to bed. Meanwhile Pll calm Madrid. 
(He goes out. The King is home away^ followed hf all 

the Grandees.) 



SCENE VL 
Don Carlos. Mercado. 

(Jfter some moments^ enters Louis Mercado. He looks 
timidly round^ and stands awhile in silence behind the 
Prince.) 

Mer. I come, Prince, from her Majesty, the Queen. 
( Carlos takes no notice of him.) 
My name's Mercado. Pm her Majesty's 
Physician. Here is my authority. 

(He shows a seal. The Prince continues silent.) 
The Queen does much desire to speak with you 
To-day. Important business. — 
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Car. Naught is now 

To me important in this world. 

Mer. She said, 

A message left by Marquis Posa — 

Car. (Looking up quickly,) Ah? 
I go. (Rising to go,) 

Mer. No, gracious Prince: Not now. You must 
Await the night. Each avenue is closM, 
And all the guards are doubled. Tis impos^ble, 
Unseen, to reach that wing o' th' palace now. 
You would risk all — 

Car. But— 

Mer. One means only, Prince, 

There is. The Queen devis'd it But, 'tis bold,' 
Strange, and adventurous. 

Car. That is? 

Mer. Long while 

There has prevail'd a story, as you know, 
That in the subterranean passages 
O' th^ palace, the departed Emp'ror's spirit 
At midnight walks, dress'd as a monk. This tale 
The people credit, and the guards with dread 
Do walk this post. If you of this disguise 
Are willing to avail yourself, yoti can 
Free and unhinder'd reach, through all the guards, 
The Qjiieen's apartment, which this key will open. 
'Gainst all attack the rev'renc'd figure guards you. 
But, Prince, without delay you must resolve. 
Th' equipment and the mask required, you'll find 
In your apartment I must hasten back 
T' th' Qjueen, to bring her answer. 
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Car. And the time.' 

Mer. The time is midnight 
Car. Say, she may expect me. 

{Exit Mercado.) 



SCENE VII. 
Carlos. Count Lerma. 

Ler. Fly, Prince. The King is furious 'gainst you. An 
Attempt upon your liberty — ^if not 
Upon your life. Ask me no further. I 
Have stole away to warn you. Fly, without 
Delay.' 

Car. Pm in the hands of Providence. 

Ler. The Queen has just inform'd me, that this day 
You were to leave Madrid and fly to Brussels. 
Delay it not — delay it not The tumult 
Favors your flight With this design the Queen 
Has caus'd it Now, they will not dare to use 
Against you force. In the Carthusian convent 
Horses a^t you. Here are arms, in case 
Of need. ( Gives him a dagger and pistols,) 

Car. Thanks, Count — thanks — ^thanks. 

Ler. Your story mov'd me 

Most deeply. Thus will no friend love again. 
All patriots weep for you. I dare not now 
Say more. 

Car. Count Lerma; he that lies there dead, 
CalPd you a noble man. 

Ler. God speed you. Prince. 

18 
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More happy timea will come. But then shall I 
Not be. Receive you now n)y homago. 

{He falls an one knee before the Prince.) 

Cab. {Attempting to prevent him: much affected,) 

No— 
You move me, Count. — I would not now be movM. 

LsR. (Kisses his hand mth emotion.) 
King of my children: — Ohf my children — ^they 
Will dare to die for you: but I dare not. 
In them, remember me. Return in peace 
To Spain. Be you a man on Philip's throne. 
Tou know what 'tis to suffer. Undertake 
Naught bloody 'gainst your father-naught, Frinqe, naught. 
Philip the second forc'd your grandfather 
To 3rield the throne to him — and this same Philip 
Trembles to-day at his own son. Think, Prince, 
Of that>— aad so, may heaven guide you. 

{He goes quickly out. Carlos seems about to hurry off 
in another direction^ but turns suddenly back^ throws him- 
self on the corpse and embraces it: — then hastens away.) 



SCENE VIII. 

King^s ^ntirchamber. 

Several GRAin)SEs. Dukes of ALSk and Ferja conr 

versing. 

Alba. The town is quiet How left ycm the Kjx^^ 
Feb. In the most fearful disposition,. He 
Has shut himself within his room; and come 
What may— he will admit to's presence no one. 
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The Marquis' treachery has chang'd his nature. 
We know him not. 

Alba. See him I must on th' instant. 

A great discovery that has just been made— 

Fer. a new discovery? 

Alba. A Carthusian monk, 

Who enter'd secretly the Prince's chamber. 
And with suspicious curiosity 
Informed himself of Marquis Posa's death, 
Has been arrested by my guards, and questioned. 
Torture extracted the confession, that 
He bore about him papers of great value, 
Which the deceas'd had charg'd him to the Prince 
Deliver, should he not himself appear 
Before the setting of the sun. 

Fer. . Ah!— WeU? 

Alba. These letters state, that Carlos is this night 
To leave Madrid. 

Fer. What? 

Alba. That a vessel lies 

At Cadiz ready to convey him round 
To Flushing; that tiie Netherlands await 
But his arrival, to throw off the yoke 
Of Spain. 

Fer. Ah! 

Alba. Other letters too, announce. 

That a large fleet of Soliman has put 
To sea from Rhodes already, to assail, 
According to the league, the King of Spain 
P th' Mediterranean. 

Fer. Is it possible? 
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Alba. These letters now explain the travels which 
The Marquis lately made throughout all Europe. 
No less an object had they, than to arm 
The Northern Powers for the Netherlands. 
Appendant to them is a detail'd plan 
Of the whole war, which was to separate 
Forever from the Spanish monarchy 
These provinces. Naught is o'erlook'd. Th' amount 
Of pow'r to be resisted, calculated: 
The means and the resources of the land, 
Minutely giv'n: the maxims to be foUow'd: ' 
The leagues to be contracted: — ^the design 
Is diabolical; but, by my soul, 
Divinely plann'd. 

F£R. What a deep traitor! 

Alba. Further: 

There is allusion in this letter made 
Unto a secret interview, the Prince, 
On th' evening of his flight, shall have with 's mother. 

Fer. That were to-night. 

Alba. This very night. 'Gainst that 

I have provided. Thus, you see, the case 
Is urgent. Not a moment's to be lost. 
Open the King's apartment. 

Fer. No. I dare not. 

Alba, Then I myself will open it. This boldness 
The pressing danger warrants. 

(Jls he goes towards the door^ it opens^ and the King 

enters.) 

Fer. Ha! Himself! 
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SCENE IX. 

( The Grandees^ all shocked vnth his appearance^ make 
way for him respectfully. He enters like one walking in 
sleep. His dress and looks indicate the disordered state 
in which the swoon htis left him. With slow steps he 
passes hy the Grandees^ his eyes resting upon them withr 
out his mind seeming to perceive them. Jit last he stops, 
and stands in a thoughtful posture, his eyes fixed on the 
ground, until finally his feelings are uttered in words.) 

Kino. Render him up to me. PU have him back. 

DoM. (Softly to the Duke of Alba,) 
Speak to him. 

King. {Jls before.) He des^ia'd me— «nd he died. 
I'll have him back. He must think otherwiae 
Of me. 

Alba. (Approaching him with fear,) 
Sire— 

King. Who speaks here? 

(Looks round through the circle,) 

Haire you forgotten 
Who I am? Wherefore not upon your knees 
Before me, creatures? I am still a King. 
Submission will I have. Shall I be slighted 
By all, because I was contemn'd by oae. 

Alba. No more of him, my King. Another foe, 
More formidable far than this one was. 
Has in the very heart o' th' realm sprung up. 

Fer. Prince Carlos— 

18» 
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King. Had a friend, who sufierM death 

For him: — ^for him. With me he might have shar'd 
A kingdom. How my son look'd down upon me! 
So proudly looks one not, ev'n from a throne. 
How vis'ble was his triumph in this conquest! 
The vastness of his loss his grief confest. 
Such grief is not for aught that's perishable. 
Oh! that he liy'd! Pd give the Indies for'^t. 
Profitless power! that cannot even stretch 
Into the grave thy arm. and cannot mend 
A little overhaste with human life. 
The dead rise not again. Who dares to tdl me, 
I'm happy. In the grave is one, who did 
Withhold from me respect What are to me 
The living? One free spirit--one — appears, 
In this whole century— one single man— 
Me he contemns— and dies. 

Alba. Then do we live 

In vain. Come, Spaniards — let us die. This man, 
Ev'n in his grave, robs us of our King's heart. 

King. {Sits dovm, his head resting on his hand.) 
Had he thus died for me! Dear was he to me. 
Aye, dearer than a son. There rose upon me 
A new and lovelier morning in this youth. 
Who knows what I had yet in store for him! 
Although all Europe curse me,— let it curse me:— 
From him have I deserv'd some gratitude. 

DoM. By what enchantment— 

King. And for whom made he 

This sacrifice? — ^The boy, my son? I'll not 
Believe it. For a boy, no Posa dies. 
The meagre flame of friendship could not fill 
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A Posa's heart That beat for all mankind. 
The world and all the coming generations 
His love embraced:— -to satisfy the which, 
He found a throne.^-And does he pass it by? 
Could he forgive himself this treachery 
Against mankind? Oh! no; I know him better. 
It was not Philip that he sacrificed 
To Carlos: — 'twas the old man to the young. 
The father's setting sun would not suffice 
For this new work. That is reserv'd, until 
The young orb of his son shall rise. Oh! yes — 
'Tis clear. My death is waited for. 

Alba. Read, Siie, 

The confirmation thereof in these letters. 

King. (Rising^ 
What if he have miscalculated I 
Still am. I thank thee, Nature: I still feel 
Young vigor in my bones. Yes — he shall be 
A laughing-stock— -a dreamer's baseless vision^ 
His virtue— ^nd his death, that of a fool. 
His overthrow shall weigh upon his friend 
And age. Ha! Me they would dispense with, would 

they? 
The world is mine for Isome hours yet. I'll use them, 
That after me, not for ten generations 
Shall a plant flourish on the smoking earth. 
He offer'd me a sacrifice to man, 
His idol: well — let man atone to me 
For him.— And now with's puppet Fll begin. 

( To the Duke of Mha, 
What of the Prince? Repeat it. And the letters? 
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Alba. These letters, Sire, contain the legacy 
Of Marquis Posa to Prince Carlos. 

( The King looks through the papers: the Qrandees 
ttatch his countenance closely. After a while he lays the 
papers dovrn^ and walks in silence through the room*) 

Kino. Summon fhe Cardinal Inquisitor. 
Say, I request of him an interview. 

{One of the Grandees goes out. The King takes up 
the papers again^ and after reading for some time^ lays 
them down again.) 
So then— to-night? 

Taxis. At two, are horses orderM 

To be at the Carthusian convent. 

Alba. And 

Some of my people, I sent out, report, 
That trav'ling trunks, mark'd with the royal arms. 
Were seen by them borne to the convent gates 

Feria. 'Tis also said, that in the name o' th' Queen 
Large sums have been Wongst Moorish agents rais'd, 
To send to Brussels. 

King. Where was left the Prince? 

Alba. With Marquis Posa's body. 

King. Is there light 

P th' Queen's apartment? 

Alba. All is silent there. 

She has dismissed her ladies earlier too 
Than wont. The Duchess Arcos was the last 
To quit her chamber, and she left her deep in sleep. 

(Jtn officer of the body guard enters^ draws the Duke 
of Feria on one side and whispers to him. Feria turns 
in astonishment to the Duke of Mba. Others collect 
round them: a general murmur.) 
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Feria. \ 
Taxis. ( Strange! 
DoM. ) 

King. What has happenM? 

Feb. Sire, intelligenee 

That scarce is credible. 

DoM. Two Swiss, just now 

Come from their post, announce — ^'tis kughable 
To tell their tale. 

King. Well? 

Alba. That, in the left wii^ 

O' th' palace th' Emp'ror's Ghost has shown itself. 
And with a solemn bearing pass'd before them. 
This, all the other guards upon this post. 
Confirm; and add, that in the Queen's apartments 
The figure vanish'd. 

King. In what guise did he 

Appear? 

Offi. In the same habit which he wore 
For the last time at Justi, as a monk. 

King. As monk? The guards then knew him when 
alive? 

Offi. They knew it must be th' Emp'ror from the 
sceptre 
He carried in his hand. 

DoM. They further say, 

That he has oft been seen in this same guise. 

King. Did no one speak to him? 

Offi. None was so bold. 

The guards did say their pray'rs and let him pass 
With rev'rend awe. 
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King. Aad in the Queen's apartments 

The figure vanishM? 

. Offi. In the anti-chamber 

O' th' Queen. ( General silence,) 

King. ( Turning suddenly round,) 
What say ye? 

Alba. Sire, we're dumb. 

King. (After a pause; to the Officer.) My guards 
Be under arms, and ev'ry aveaije 
To this wing of the Palace, be shut up. 
Pd like to speak a word with this same ghost 
( The Officer goes out, A Page enters,) 

Page. The Cardinal Inquisitor, Sire. 

King. ( To the Grandees,) Leave us. 

{The Cardinal Grand Inquisitor^ an old man ofmnety 
years^ supported by a staffs and hlind^ is led in by two 
Dominicans, As he advances through the circle^ the 
Grandees all kneel to him and touch the hem of his gar^ 
ment. He gives them a blessing. The Grandees retire. 



SCENE X. 

The King. The Grand Ini^uisitor. 

(A long silence,) 
G. Inq. Stand I in presence of the King.^ 
King. You do. 

G. Inq. That I no more expected. 
King. I renew 

To-day an interview of by-gone years. 

Philip the Prince, asks counsel of his teacher. 
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G. Inq. Counsely my pupily your great father Charles, 
Did never need. 

Kino. So much the happier be. 

I have committed murder. Cardinal; . 
And since, no quiet— 

G. Inq. Wherefore have you murder'd? 

King. A treachery that is without example — 

G. Inq« I know it. 

Kino. What know you? Throiigl^ whom? 

Since when? 

G. Inq. For years, what you do know since sunset 
only. 

Kino. (Astonished,) 
You knew this man? 

G. Inq. His life's b^guii: and clos'd 

In our tribunal's holy register. 

Kino. And be went free? 

G. Inq. Tbe coird^ ta which he flutter'd, 

Was long, but indivisible. 

Kino. He'sbeeo 

Beyond the confines of my realm. 

G. Inq. Where'er 

He was, there was I too^, 

KiNio. {Walking: up and downj toiih a disaati^d 
manner,) 

'T was known to you. 
Into what hands I'dfall'n-i-wheEefore delay'd you 
To warn me? 

G. Inq» I return to you thia question. 
Wherefore ask'd you not couxiaeJ^ when you threw 
Yourself into his arms? You knew this man. 
One look unmaak'd to you the heretic. 
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What motive had you, thus to intercept 

A victim of our holy bench? Are we 

To be thus trifle^ with? If Majesty 

Demeans itself to such coqcealment— fonns, 

Behind our backs, leagues with our direst foes, — 

What then is to become of us? If one 

Finds favor, with what right shall hundred thousands 

Be sacrific'd? 

. King. He too is sacrific'd. 

G. Inq. No: he is murder'd — scandaloucdy' and 
Iniquitously. Blood that should have flowM 
To our renown, th' assassin's hand has spilt. 
This man was ours. By what authority 
Do you lay hands on property that was 
Devoted to our order? He but liv'd. 
To die through us. God gave him to the time's 
Necessities. To hold up pompous reason 
To public scom, through his dishonored end 
And solenm degradation of his spirit — 
That was my long premeditated plan. 
Frustrated is the work of many years. 
We're robb'd — and you have naught but bloody hands. 

Kino. Passion it was, impelPd me.— Pardon me. 

G. Inq. Passion? IsH Philip, the young Prince, that 
speaks? 
Have I become an aged ,man alone? 
Passion! Give freedom, in thy realm, to conscience. 
If thou thyself still walkest in thy chains. 

EliNG. I'm still a novice in such things. Bear with me. 

G. Inq. No: I am not content with you. To cast 
Reproach on all your past career! 
Where was that Philip then, whose steady soul 
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Unchange'ble as the polar star in heav'n^ 
Revolves eternally around itself? 
Was the whole past ingulph'd behind jonP Was 
The world the same no longer) on the moment 
When you held out to him your hand? Was poison 
No longer poison? Was, 'twixt good and evil, 
And truth and falsehood, the partition fall'n? 
What is a resolution, — ^firmness? What, 
The faith of man, if in one feeble moment, 
A long life% rule melts like a woman's whim? 

EliNo. I saw into his eyes. — ^Forgive me this 
Relapse into mortality. The world 
Has one access the less into thy heart:—- 
Thy eyes are sightless. 

G. Inq. What was he to you? 

What was there new in him? What could you get 
From such a man? Know you fanaticism 
So little, and the spirit of innovation? 
The boastful language of the world-reformer 
Sounded so novel to your ears? And if * 
Your deep convictions could be shaken thus 
By words — ^with how much justice, I must ask, 
Have you sign'd bloody sentences against 
The hundred thousands of weak creatures, who 
For nothing worse have mounted on the pile? 

King. A man I long'd for. This, Domingo— 

G. Ino. Why 

A man? To you men are but counters: nothing more. 
Must I go o'er again the rudiments 
Of kingcraft with my gray-hair'd scholar? Let 
The God of th' earth learn to dispense with what 
Can be denied to him. If you do long 
19 
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For sympathy, do you then not admit 
Mankind to be your equals? And what rights 
Can you assert superior to your equals? 

Kino. ( Throwing himself on a secU,) 
I'm a mere man. — I feel it. From the creature 
Dost thou exact, what only the Creator 
Can give. 

G. In Q. No, Sire; I'll not be baffled. You 
Are understood. From us you wish t' escape. 
The Order's heavy fetters burden you. 
You would be free and single. 

{He pauses. The King continues silent,) 

But we are 
Reveng'd. Be thankful to the church, the which 
Is satisfied to punish you as mother. 
The choice she let you blindly make, itself 
Was chastisement. You are instructed. Come 
Again to us. Were I not standing now 
Before you — ^by the living God! ev'n thus 
'Fore me, would you have stood to-morrow. 

Kino. Priest, 

Restrain thyself. From no one will I bear 
This tone. 

G. IxQ. Why summon you the shade of Samuel? 
I've giv'n two Kings to th' Spanish throne, and hop'd 
To leave behind me a firm-founded work. 
Blasted I see the fruit of my whole life. 
Don Philip's self does shake my edifice. 
And now, Sire — ^for what purpose am I call'd? 
Why am I here? I cannot, Sire, repeat 
This interview. 
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KorG. One labor more — ^the last 

Then may'st thon go in peace. The past be buried. 
Peace be between ns. We are recondl'd? 

G. In<^ If Philip bends with hnmbleness. 

King. {'After a pause.) My son 

Designs rebellion. 

G. liTQ. What do yon resolve? 

King. Or all, or nothing. 

6. Inq. And what means here all? 

King. He must escape, or die. 

G. iNQ. WeU, Sire? 

King. Canst thou 

Establish a new creed, that shall approve 
The bloody murder of a child? 

G. Inq. T' appease 

Eternal justice, on the cross expir'd 
The son of God. 

King. And wilt thou plant this creed 

Throughout all Europe? 

G. Inq, Wheresoever the Cross 

Is rev'renc'd. 

King. Outrage I commit 'gainst nature:-— 

Canst thou too hush this potent voice? 

G. Inq. More potent 

Than any voice of nature, is belief. 

King. To you will I resign my place of judge- 
Can I retreat? 

G. Inq. Give him to me. 

King. He is 

My only son. Whom have I gathered for? 

G. Inq. Rather for death than freedom. 

7i*\ 
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ft 

King. (Sidng.) We're agreed- 

Come. 
G. Inq. Whither? 

King. To receive the victim from my hands. 

(Leads him off.) 



SCENE XI. 

Apartment of the Queen, 

Carlos. T%e Queen. Afterwards the King with at' 

tendants. 

Car. (Dressed as a monk with a mask aver his face^ 
which he removes on entering^ and a naked 
sword under his arm. He approaches a door 
which is opened^ and the Queen enters through 
it in a night-dress^ with a burning light in 
her hand. Carlos falls on one knee before 
her.) 
Elizabeth! 
Queen. (Looking at him with deep melancholy.) 

Do we then meet again. 
Car. We meet again. 
Queen. (Endeavoring to collect herself.) 

Rise. Carlos, let us not 
Depress each other. Not with weakening tears 
Should the great dead be ce|,ebrated. Tears 
May flow for lesser sufferings. For you, 
He sacrificed himself. With his dear life 
He purchasM yours. And shall this blood have flow'd 
But for a vision of the brain? Myself 
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Have promised for you, Carlos. On my pledge, 
He parted hence more joyful. Will you make me 
Truthless? 

Car. ( With solemn enthusiasm,) 

Fll raise to him a monument 
Such as no king has ever had. Above 
His ashes there shall bloom a Paradise. 

Queen. Thus have I wishM you— and this was his 
death's 
Great purpose. Me he chose executris 
Of his last will. I mind you of your vow:— 
And its fulfilment shall require of you. 

Car. Pve lain in a long heavy dream. I lov'd. 
Now Pm awake. Forgotten be the past 
Here are your letters back. Destroy you mine. 
Fear you no ebullition more from me. 
That 's past. My being 's cleansM by a pure fire. 
My passion 's in the grave of him that 's dead. 
Mortal desire no more shall have a place 
Within this bosom. {After a pause^ taking her hand,) 

To take leave Pm come. 
Mother, at last I do perceive, there is 
A more desirable and higher good 
Than to possess thee. One short night hath wing'd 
My manhood's sluggish course, and suddenly 
Matur'd me. Pve no labor left for life, 
But to remember him. My harvest's over. 

(He approaches the Qtteen^ who covers her face,) 
Say you then nothing to me, mother.? 

Queen. Heed 

My tears not, Charles. I can but weep. Believe me 
I do admire you. 



222 DON CARLOS. [Act V. 

Car. Of our friendship's bond 

You were the only confidant. This name 
Will make you ever be to me, of all 
Tlie world the dearest. I no more can give 
To you my friendship, than I yesterday 
Could give my love^imto another woman. 
But sacred shall the regal widow be 
To me, if Providence shall to the throne 
Conduct me. 

( The King accompanied by the Grand Inquisitor^ and 
Crrandeesj appears in the back ground, unperceived by 
them.) 

Now I go from Spain, and see 
My father never more. I honor him 
No more. Be you as heretofore, his wife. 
He's lost his son. I hasten now to save 
My trampled people from the tyrant's hand. 
Madrid shall see me as a King, or never. 
And now, for the last time, farewell. (He embraces her.) 

Queen. Oh! Charles — 

How deeply do you move me. I can not 
Soar to this masculine sublimity — 
But understand you and admire, I can. 

Car. Am 1 not resolute, Elizabeth? 
I hold you in my arms and waver not. 
The terrors of near-coming death could not 
Ev'n yesterday have torn me from this spot. 

(He leaves her.) 
'Tis past. Now, I defy all mortal fates. 
I held you in my arms and waver'd not. 
Hark! Heard you naught? (A clock strikes.) 



Scene XL] DON CARLOS. 228 

Queen. Naught but the horrid bell, 

Which sounds our parting. 

Car. Mother, then good night 

From Ghent you will receive the first dispatch 
From me, that shall make known my enterprise. 
I go to do now open battle 'gainst 
Don Philip. Henceforth let there be between us 
Nothing concealM. You have no cause to shun 
The world's regard. (He takes up the mask,) 

This be my last deceit. 
King. {Mvancing between them.) 
It is thy last 

{The Queen stDoons.) 
Car. {Runs to her and catches her in his arms,) 
She's dead? Oh! Heav'n and earth! 
Kino. ( Coldly to the Grand Inquisitor,) 
Cardinal^— I have done my part — do yours. 

{He goes out,) 
{The curtain falls,) 
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THE END. 



